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The  Senior  Class  of  ig2j  affectionately  dedicates 
this  volume  of  The  Oriole  to 

Professor  K.  V.  Brngh 

who  has  done  so  much  towards 
furthering  the  interests  of  this  High  School 


Professor  Kenneth  V.Bmgh,  Principal 
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Professor  Kenneth  V.  Brugh,  Principal 

Hampden-Sidney  College;  University  of  Virginia 

Miss  Mary  Thomas,  Assistant  Principal 

Farmville  State  Normal;  University  of  Virginia;  Columbia  University 

Miss  Evelyn  Finks,  English 

Martha  Washington  College;  University  of  Virginia 

Miss  Anne  Belle  Chaffin,  Mathematics 

Randolph-Macon  Woman’s  College;  Sargent  School  for  Physical  Education 

Miss  Louise  Watts,  Latin 

Farmville  State  Normal;  William  and  Mary  College 

Mr.  Hensel  Eckman,  French  and  Science 

Chelton  Hills  School;  University  of  Pennsylvania 


Pulaski  High  School  Facility  1922-1923 
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Sponsor — Miss  Anne  Belle  Chaffin 


3fn  Appreciation 

of  the  aid  given  and  sympathy  extended  by 
Miss  Mary  Thomas 
to  all  her  pupils 
is  this  annual  published 


(Officers  Mentor  Class 


President , ERNEST  LEWEY 
Vice-President , MINNIE  PEIRCE 
Secretary , GERARD  SOUTHERN 
Treasurer,  ALINE  STUART 
Class  Sponsor,  MISS  MARY  THOMAS 

Motto:  “We  have  crossed  the  bay:  the  ocean  lies  before 

Colors:  Green  and  White  Flower:  White  Rose 

Mascot:  Master  Kenneth  Brugh 


Class  of  Twenty-Three 

Returning  in  my  fancy 
To  school  days  gone  by, 

1 recall  them  as  if  y .sterday 
With  a regret  and  with  a sigh. 

I peeped  into  the  doorway. 

And  saw  before  the  class 
The  witty,  humorous  Robert — 

Whom  we  all  called  Giraffe. 

He’s  talking  to  Min  Cannadav  and  Anna, 

And  by  their  smiling  faces 
He’s  telling  an  original  joke 
Characteristic  of  his  race. 

Across  the  aisle  was  Sena 
And  Alice  stood  quite  near, 

Their  signals  had  a meaning 
To  dance — ’twas  very  clear. 

Eliz — she  was  star-gazing 
And  planning  with  her  might. 

Her  eyes  looked  heavenward, 

To  her  future  was  most  bright. 

And  back  in  my  corner 
The  honored  trio  stood 
Beveridge  ’Lean  and  Nance, 

Having  all  the  fun  they  could. 

But  Gerard  came  over — 

In  his  winning  way, 

Stood  among  the  girlies, 

And  had  very  much  to  say. 

Gertrude  and  Dimps  were  scheming — scheming  as  before, 
When  Marshall  came  along 
And  sat  them  on  the  floor. 

All  by  himself  sat  Billy 

Anri  reading — can  you  believe? 

A History  by  Muzzey — 

For  the  credits  he’d  receive. 

But  Daisy  and  “Henri”  were  spooning — 

For  well  I knew  when  teacher  left  the  room 
That’s  what  they’d  always  do. 

Mamie  and  Lillian  were 
Writing  a French  poem 
Everyone  thought — 

But  refreshments  was  their  subject — 

All  else  to  them  was  naught. 

And  Ernest  was  studying 
As  always  he  had  done: 

The  secret  of  his  successes 
And  the  medals  he  had  won. 

Suddenly  they  flew  to  their  places, 

And  became  quiet  like  mice. 

Reason?  Miss  Thomas  entered  the  room, 

Who  thought  them  honor  bright. 


Minnie  Peirce,  ’23 


* 


ERNEST  LEWEY 

“ You  have  deserved  high  commendation, 
True  applause  and  love." 

President  Senior  Class;  President 
Literary  Society;  Assistant  Editor 
Oriole;  Dramatic  Club;  Mono- 
gram Club;  Squeakers;  Manager 
Baseball  Team;  Athletic  Editor 
of  Newsless  Gazette. 

Behold  our  star  student. 
Now  what  could  we  do  without 
“Spain”?  Ernest  proves  the 
exception  to  the  rule  for  boys. 
He  is  very  studious  and  has 
made  high  marks  all  through 
High  School,  winning  the  medal 
in  the  Junior  year.  He  is  a 
good-natured  sport  and  always 
greets  his  classmates  with  a 
broad  grin. 


MINNIE  V.  PEIRCE 

“ Of  very  reverend  reputation, 

Of  credit  infinite,  highly  beloved." 

Assistant  Business  Manager  Oriole; 
Vice-President  Senior  Class;  Vice- 
President  Dramatic  Club;  IT.  S. 
Club;  Associate  Editor  of  Newsless 
Gazette. 

“Min”  is  a member  whom  the 
class,  as  a whole,  could  not  do 
without.  In  time  of  need,  her 
poetic  ability  has  helped  us 
wonderfully.  When  she  leaves 
us  she  says  she  is  going  to  be 
a trained  nurse,  but  nursing 
won’t  be  her  job  long — for  be- 
ware of  that  jaunty  little  uni- 
form and  that  naughty  little 
smile!  To  her,  however,  we 
wish  success,  whether  it  be  as  a 
trained  nurse  or  as  a trained 
wife. 


GERARD  E.  SOUTHERN 

“A  man  of  good  repute,  carriage, 
bearing  and  estimation." 

June  Bug  Club;  Secretary  Senior  Class; 
Splasher;  Squeakers;  Dramatic 
Club;  Ad  Editor  Newsless  Gazette; 
Business  Manager  Oriole. 

“Curly”  is  generally  consider- 
ed as  the  best  looking  boy  in 
school.  Perhaps  his  good  looks 
have  spoiled  him  a wee  bit — 
but  what  do  we  care?  “Take 
it  easy”  is  a little  phrase  that 
particularly  applies  to  him.  He 
has  a little  of  the  lazy  element 
in  his  make  up,  but  when  a thing 
has  to  be  done  he  can  do  it, 
and  he  has  the  brain  and  the 
ability  for  that  purpose,  too, 
let  me  tell  you? 


SENA  EDNA  THOMPSON 

“Her  voice  was  ever  soft,  gentle  and 
low;  an  excellent  thing  in  woman." 

Assistant  Ad  Editor  Oriole;  U.  S.  Club; 

Dramatic  Club. 

Some  people  might  think  Sena 
very  quiet  -but  this  is  because 
they  have  never  heard  her  and 
Anna  have  a case  of  giggles. 
In  spite  of  the  fact  that  this  is 
most  annoying  to  Miss  Thomas 
Sena  is  the  one  who  can  “win 
her  over”  no  matter  how  bad 
everyone  has  been.  And  who 
wouldn’t  be  won  over  by  that 
sweet  voice  and  those  dancing- 
eyes? 


BEVERIDGE  ROBERTS 

“As  full  of  spirit  as  the  month  of  May , 
And  gorgeous  as  the  sun  of  mid  summer.” 

Editor-in-Chief  of  Oriole;  Class  His- 
torian ’22,  ’23/  Secretary  and 
Treasurer  of  June  Bug  Club; 
Dramatic  Club:  Literary  Editor  of 
Newsless  Gazette. 

Look,  here  she  comes,  dancing 
in  the  door,  happy  as  can  be 
Wonder  who  it  is?  Betty  B. 
Everyone  who  has  ever  made  the 
acquaintance  of  Beveridge  knows 
she  is  one  of  the  nicest,  jolliest, 
and  best  sports  in  P.  H.  S.  She 
excels  in  anything  she  under- 
takes whether  it  be  in  lessons, 
literary  society,  or  plays.  She 
is  always  ready  for  a good  time 
and  tries  to  make  other  people 
have  one,  too. 


DOROTHY  N.  JAMESON 

“There's  little  of  the  melancholy  element 
in  her.” 

President  of  Dramatic  Club;  Club 
Editor  of  Oriole;  Secretary  of 
Class  '20,  '22;  Glee  Club  ’22; 
Bobby  Club  ’22;  June  Bug  Club 
22’;  Triangle  Club  ’23;  Basket- 
ball Squad  '23;  Social  Editor  of 
Newsless  Gazette. 

“Dimps”  is  the  gayest  mem- 
ber of  the  class,  and  what  means 
more  than  gavety?  She  is  also 
about  the  most  useful  one. 
She  is  always  on  hand  when  it 
comes  to  doing  her  part,  whether 
it  is  being  the  President  of  the 
Dramatic  Club,  or  cleaning  up 
the  high  school  basement  after 
a party.  What  could  we  do 
without  Dimps?  We’d  prob- 
ably make  A on  deportment, 
for  who  is  more  mischievous  or 
up  to  more  pranks  which  oft- 
times  prove  disastrous  to  both 
school  work  and  deportment? 


MARY  ALINE  STUART 

“ And  she  is  fair,  and  fairer  than  that 
word  of  wondrous  virtues." 

Ad  Editor  of  Oriole;  Dramatic  Club; 

U.  S.  Club;  June  Bug  Club  '22; 

Athletic  Association  ’22. 

A loyal  member  of  ’23  is 
Aline,  who  is  always  with  a 
jolly,  carefree  smile.  She  is 
the  one  who  always  plans  our 
socials,  hikes  and  good  times 
in  general.  “Lene”  loves  her 
good  time  and  has  it,  too.  She 
never  seems  to  worry  over  her 
lessons,  but  she  always  passes 
her  exams.  She  doesn’t  believe 
in  taking  studying  too  seriously, 
or  too  lightly,  either.  We  all 
love  her,  and  what  more  can 
we  say? 


MINNIE  V.  CANNADAY 

“She  taketh  most  delight  in  music, 
instruments  and  poetry." 

Secretary  of  Athletic  Association  ’22; 
President  of  June  Bug  Club  ’22; 
June  Bug  Club;  Reporter  of  Vir- 
ginia Literary  Society  ’22;  Presi- 
dent and  Treasurer  of  Class  T9,  ’20; 
President  of  Class  ’21;  Assistant 
Joke  Editor  of  Oriole;  Testator  of 
Class;  U.  S.  Club;  Dramatic  Club. 

And  please  don’t  think  that 
these  are  the  only  things  Minnie 
takes  delight  in.  For  instance, 
notice  the  Honor  Roll  every 
month;  is  she  ever  missing? 
Minnie  loves  to  have  a good 
time  and  is  always  on  hand 
when  a party  or  hike  is  men- 
tioned. As  someone  said,  “she 
looks  as  clear  as  morning  roses 
washed  with  dew,”  which  proves 
itself  when  you  see  her  blushing 
cheeks. 
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WILLIAM  E.  BONES 

“He  reads  much,  he  is  a great  observer, 
And  he  looks  quite  thru  the  thoughts  of 
men." 

Football  ’21,  '22;  Baseball  ’22,  '23; 
Athletic  Editor  of  Oriole;  Treas- 
urer Literary  Society,  Sergeant-at- 
Arms  Literary  Society  ’22;  June 
Bug  Club  ’22;  Monogram  Club 
’22,  ’23;  Dramatic  Club  ’23; 
Squeaker. 

“Billie”  is  the  one  upon  whom 
rests  the  responsibility  of  being 
the  only  dignified  one  in  the 
class — and  even  he  has  a fall 
from  grace  once  in  a while. 
His  talents  are  numerous  and 
varied,  for  he  finds  himself 
quite  at  home  both  on  the  grid- 
iron and  in  the  laboratory, 
with  a good  bit  of  Scouting  in 
between.  There  is  one  thing, 
however,  which  he  doesn’t  like 
to  do — and  that  is  to  study 
English. 


GERTRUDE  L.  JENNINGS 

“My  idea  o]  an  agreeable  person 
Is  one  that  agrees  with  me.” 

Triangle  Club;  Dramatic  Club;  Ath- 
letic Association  ’22;  June  Bug 
Club  ’22;  Assistant  Art  Editor  of 
Oriole;  U.  S.  Club. 

A star  pupil  in  French  and 
Geometry  is  Gertrude.  The 
only  thing  that  can  make  her 
frown  is  History.  Our  French 
class  depends  upon  Gertrude 
to  answer  Mr.  Eckman’s  catchy 
questions.  In  High  School  she 
is  preparing  for  her  future 
work — a French  teacher.  “Oui, 
oui,  Mademoiselle,”  we  know 
you  will  succeed. 
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HENRY  G.  FOGLESONG 

' ‘ Exceeding  wise,  fair  spoken,  and 
persuading.” 

Dramatic  Club;  Assistant  Club  Editor. 

What  would  the  Class  of  ’23 
be  without  Henry?  He  helps 
us  put  away  our  cares  and 
troubles.  He  doesn’t  mind  be- 
ing teased  about  girls  but  takes 
it  like  a sport.  He  isn’t  even 
bashful  enough  to  mind  going 
to  the  board  and  putting  up 
Geometry  figures  which  is  a 
great  deal  more  than  can  be 
said  about  the  rest  of  us.  He  is 
a football  player  and  a good 
one,  too.  We  are  expecting 
Henry  to  put  the  same  “kick” 
into  life  that  he  does  in  football. 


DAISY  MAY  E.  NELSON 

“ All  the  gods  go  with  you.  Upon  your 
sword  sit  Laurel  Victory  and  smooth 
success  be  strewed  before  your  feet.” 

June  Bug  Club  '22;  Dramatic  Club; 
U.  S.  Club;  Assistant  Literary 
Editor  Oriole. 

One  might  think  Daisy  would 
be  handicapped  by  so  lengthy 
a name,  but  she  isn’t,  and  we 
are  all  proud  to  have  her  in  our 
class.  With  Daisy  lessons  come 
first,  then  good  times.  She 
sometimes  comes  to  school  look- 
ing somewhat  sleepy  as  the  re- 
sult of  “burning  the  midnight 
oil,”  but  if  there  is  a party  in 
view  Daisy  is  right  there,  wil- 
ling to  do  her  share,  and  when 
she  takes  things  into  her  capable 
hands  one  would  think  we  had 
been  visited  by  the  “wee  folk” 
— so  rapidly  and  smoothly  does 
the  work  progress.  Altogether, 
she  is  a real  “daisy.” 
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ELIZABETH  R.  MATHENEY 

“God  shall  be  my  hope,  my  stay, 
my  guide,  and  lantern  to  my  feet." 

June  Bug  Club;  Treasurer  Dramatic 
Club;  Ad  Editor  Oriole;  U.  S.  Club. 

“Liz”  is  not  all  seriousness — 
do  not  think  it.  Her  ambitions 
are  high,  her  aims  are  lofty  and 
there  is  no  doubt  in  the  minds  of 
any  of  us  that  she  will  accom- 
plish them.  But  all  of  this  does 
not  cause  her  to  wear  a “mule 
face,”  but  rather  one  always 
radiant  with  a smile.  She  has 
too  much  of  the  Irishman  in 
her  not  to  enjoy  life.  “Liz” 
is  so  accomplished  in  various 
phases  that  she  could  pass  in 
life  as  a speaker,  an  actress, 
or  a missionary — but  we  all 
believe  she  will  choose  the  latter. 


MAMIE  RUTH  RUSSELL 

“A  kmd  and  gentle  heart  she  has, 
To  comfort  friends  and  foes." 

June  Bug  Club;  Dramatic  Club;  U.  S. 
Club;  Assistant  Art  Editor. 

A good  pal  is  “Piggy” — bright 
happy,  and  merry.  Perhaps 
Mamie  seems  to  be  worried 
before  a test  or  an  exam,  but 
she  always  succeeds  in  passing 
them.  Dancing  is  her  favorite 
sport;  also  there  is  some  at- 
traction for  her  in  the  Freshman 
room  — we  wonder?  Bet  you 
can  guess! 
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ROBERT  LANDIS  BUNTS 

“Look,  he  is  winding  up  the  watch  of 
his  wit; 

Presently  it  will  strike." 

Joke  Editor  of  Oriole;  Treasurer  of 
Literary  Society  ’22;  Sergeant-at- 
Arms  '23,  first  term;  Vice-President 
Literary  Society  '23,  second  term; 
Squeaker  '23;  Honorary  member  of 
Bachelors;  Dramatic  Club;  Editor- 
in-Chief  of  Newsless  Gazette; 
Prophet  of  ’23;  June  Bug  Club  '22. 

There  is  no  one  in  high  school 
who  has  not  had  a laugh  over 
‘‘Gi’s”  jokes.  And  who  could 
wear  a more  innocent  expres- 
sion than  he  does?  He  loves 
a bit  of  an  argument  now  and 
then,  but  is  usually  so  full  of 
good-natured  fun  that  he  is 
able  to  break  down  the  “stern” 
reserve  and  dignity  of  the  teach- 
ers. If  you  have  never  seen  Gi 
dressed  up  as  a little  boy  in 
“Buster  Brown”  collar  and 
“shorts”  you  have,  assuredly, 
another  laugh  coming  your  way. 


NANNETTE  ELIZABETH 
LIVINGSTON 

“ Most  prudent,  of  an  excellent 
And  unmatched  wit  and  judgment.” 

Treasurer  of  ’22-'23;  Associate  Editor 
of  Newsless  Gazette;  Dramatic 
Club;  Literary  Editor  of  Oriole; 
June  Bug  Club  ’22. 

Don’t  think  that  Nance  is 
merely  quiet  and  studious,  for 
there  is  no  one  any  better 
natured  than  she.  It  is  to  her, 
too,  that  everyone  goes  when 
seeking  advice,  for  her  judgment 
is  always  so  much  sounder 
than  anyone’s  else.  But,  do 
you  know  that  on  the  stage  she 
can  take  the  part  of  the  sauciest, 
most  impertinent,  little  Irish 
maid?  So,  you  see,  Nance  has 
a complex  personality — ever 
changing  and  delightful. 


JOEANNA  S.  ALLISON 

“ Shall  I compare  thee  to  a summer’s  day ? 
Thou  art  more  lovely  and  more 
temperate.” 

Glee  Club  ’22;  June  Bug  Club  ’22; 
Dramatic  Club  '23;  U.  S.  Club  '23; 
Ad  Editor  Oriole. 

Music  is  Anne’s  hobby; 
whether  singing,  playing  or 
dancing,  she  can  do  it  all  well. 
Her  favorite  pastime  is  tying 
beaux  on  her  string.  She  has 
been  somewhat  flattered  by 
her  many  suitors,  but  this  does 
not  detract  from  her  loveliness 
and  her  sense  of  “there’s  a 
time  for  work  and  for  play.” 
We  hope,  Anne,  that  your  life 
will  be  as  fair  and  cloudless 
as  you  in  person  are. 


MARSHALL  LEE  RUN  ION 

“On  thy  face  I see 
The  map  of  honor,  truth  and  loyalty.” 

Assistant  Baseball  Manager;  June  Bug 
Club;  Monogram  Club:  V:ce- 

President  Literary  Society; 
Dramatic  Club;  Art  Editor  of 
Oriole;  Associate  Editor  of  News- 
less Gazette. 

“When  some  of  the  boys  be- 
gan to  drop  out”  Marshall 
threatened  to,  too,  but  we  would 
not  hear  of  it  and  we  still  have 
him.  If  you  have  not  heard 
him  sing  you  have  missed  a 
treat.  When  you  hear  a chorus 
at  the  literary  society,  you  may 
be  sure  that  Marshall’s  voice  is 
adding  charm  to  the  melody. 
Another  trait  of  his  is  that  he 
cannot  tell  a “fib”  if  he  tries,  for 
his  mischievous  grin  and  the 
wicked  little  twinkle  in  his  eye 
tell  on  him. 


ALICE  L.  LOWMAN 

“She  is  0}  so  fair,  so  kind.,  so  apt, 

So  blessed  a disposition." 

Assistant  Joke  Editor  Oriole;  IJ.  S. 
Club;  Dramatic  Club;  Triangle 
Club. 

Behold  our  future  movie  star 
— those  wonderful  dreamy  eyes! 
But  to  get  down  to  facts,  Alice 
came  to  P.  H.  S.  from  Dublin, 
and  since  she  has  been  with  us 
we  have  found  her  to  be  one  of 
the  friendliest  and  most  sociable 
girls  we  have  met.  And,  too, 
she  always  passes  on  her  exams 
and  comes  out  smiling.  That’s 
Alice  all  over  for  you. 


LILLIAN  ETHEL  PACK 

“I  like  your  silence;  it  the  more  shows 
off  your  wonder.” 

U.  S.  Club;  Dramatic  Club;  Club 
Editor  Oriole. 

Lillian,  one  of  our  quiet  and 
studious  pupils,  is  one  of  our 
standbys.  She  is  always  willing 
to  enter  into  all  our  sports. 
Although  she  is  rather  shy  and 
bashful,  in  school,  you  can  al- 
ways bet  on  having  a good  time 
with  her  when  out-of-doors. 
Lillian  has  many  friends  who 
will  miss  her  and  and  the  bag 
of  candy  which  you  can  almost 
always  find  in  her  pocket. 
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History  of  Senior  Class 

Isn’t  it  strange,  that  when  we  were  Freshmen  we  thought  that 
Commencement  Day  was  the  very  loveliest  of  all  the  school 
year,  and  now  when  our  graduation  day  is  actually  here,  we’re 
really  very  sorry  to  leave  P.  H.  S.?  Of  course,  one  couldn’t 
expect  us  to  be  wholly  in  tears  and  mourning,  for  there  is  always 
a happy  side  to  everything,  and  graduation  assuredly  has  its 
good  points! 

How  little  we  dreamed  when  we  entered  high  school  and  the 
way  seemed  so  difficult  that  it  would  be  only  too  short.  As 
“Freshies,”  what  manners  we  affected  and  what  high  hopes  we 
had!  We  were  now  members  of  that  great  body  called  the 
“High  School,’’  and  some  day  hoped  to  be  grave  and  reverend 
and  dignified  Seniors.  But  oh,  how  far  away  that  all  seemed! 
So  we  just  had  a good  time  then,  trying  not  to  show  our  ignor- 
ance of  new  systems  too  much. 

Almost  before  we  knew  it,  we  were  Sophomores.  Then,  it 
seemed  ages  since  our  Freshman  year,  and  just  about  as  long 
before  we  would  “finish  school’’  as  the  phrase  is.  Gracious, 
what  horrible  studies  confronted  us!  We  had  never  seen  any- 
thing like  this  before,  and  sincerely  hoped  never  to  meet  with 
such  terrors  in  the  future.  Then  it  was  that  we  put  in  most  of 
our  studying,  and,  as  a result,  were  so  glad  of  any  hard  earned 
rest  that  we  just  decided  to  enjoy  ourselves  and  not  worry 
about  dignity  or  establishing  a precedent  or  anything.  You 
know  you  never  can  be  young  but  once,  so  why  not  have  our 
fling  now. 

But  the  next  thing  we  knew  (though  usually  we  didn’t  know 
much  of  anything)  we  hopped  over  into  the  Junior  room,  where 
we  didn’t  feel  a bit  at  home,  but  which  seemed  to  be  the  place 
where  everyone  expected  us  to  be  and  was  rather  surprised  if 
from  force  of  habit  we  walked  into  the  room  where  the  Sopho- 
mores held  sway.  Surely,  now  with  only  two  more  years  in 
school,  we  must  begin  to  add  to,  or  perhaps  we  should  say  to 
accumulate,  our  stock  of  dignity.  But  did  we?  Nay,  not  so. 
The  evils  of  boning  and  cramming  were  over  for  the  present, 
so  why  not  have  a little  more  enjoyment?  Exams  may  come 
and  exams  may  go,  but  fun  goes  on  forever;  that  is,  with  apol- 
ogies to  Lord  Tennyson. 

Almost  before  we  could  realize  it,  however,  we  discovered  by 
some  subtle  power  of  intuition  that  we  were  at  last  privileged 
to  reside  in  the  longed  for  and  coveted,  though  somewhat  chilly, 
Sanctum  of  the  Seniors,  just  across  the  hall.  For  the  second 


time  in  our  scholastic  lives  we  were  overawed  (the  first  time 
being  when  we  entered  the  sacred  portals  and  were  dubbed 
Freshmen).  Otherwise,  we  didn’t  feel  one  bit  different  from 
what  we  had  before.  We  were,  evidently,  not  very  responsive 
to  environment.  And  would  you  believe  it,  we  didn’t  seem  to 
care  about  anything  much  but  having  a good  time,  when  we 
should  have  been  obtaining  our  education  and  planning  life 
careers  and  so  on.  From  this  one  might  judge  that  the  class 
of  ’23  did  neither  toil  nor  spin  nor  set  the  midnight  oil  to  burn- 
ing. Though  we  fear  we  never  quite  equaled  the  lilies  in  glory, 
neither  did  we  become  old  and  wrinkled  because  of  much  study, 
which  we  read  somewhere  was  a weariness  to  the  flesh.  We 
were  only  normal  boys  and  girls  who  really  studied  quite  a lot 
when  it  was  absolutely  urgent. 

It  was  during  ’23  that  the  class  started  their  famous  picture 
gallery.  During  the  previous  year,  we  boasted  only  one  very 
swell  and  obscure  calendar,  while  in  the  second  semester  of  the 
following  year  no  less  than  twenty,  and  no  more  than  twenty- 
five,  calendars  dotted  the  walls  and  various  articles  of  furniture, 
such  as  desks,  chairs,  and  blackboards;  the  only  explanation  is 
that  it  was  a sudden  and  over-artistic  fad. 

Hikes,  parties  and  entertainments  further  added  to  the 
pleasure  of  the  class,  being  “heartily  enjoyed  by  all  those  pres- 
ent.” 

Through  it  all  you  may  see  that  1923  has  been  “out  for  a good 
time,”  but  don’t  think  that  we  are  never  serious  and  think  no 
deeper  than  the  “thrills”  of  class  night  or  various  forms  of 
jollification.  We  truly  realize  how  much  dear  Pulaski  High 
School  has  done  for  us  and  how  very,  very  much  we  owe  her 
that  we  can  never  repay.  We  hate  to  leave  you,  P.  H.  S.,  now 
that  the  time  for  departure  has  come,  but  we  trust  that  you  will 
not  completely  forget  the  fun-loving  and  oftentimes  thoughtless, 
but  ever  loyal,  members  of  the  class  of  ’23. 


Last  Will  and  Testament 


We,  the  1922-23  Senior  Class  of  Pulaski  High  School,  feeling 
that  we  are  facing  the  end  of  P.  H.  S.  life,  do  solemnly  declare  this 
to  be  our  last  will  and  testament,  disposing  as  wisely  and  dis- 
creetly as  we  are  able  all  our  real  and  personal  property. 

First:  We,  the  Senior  Class  of  ’23,  hereby  will  to  the  Junior 

Class  our  “Good  Will,”  together  with  our  neversharp  pencil 
sharpener,  so  that  they  may  always  be  supplied  with  pointless 
pencils  in  case  of  emergency — such  as  a surprise  written  lesson. 
We  also  will  to  the  Junior  Class  the  responsibility  of  keeping 
alive  The  Oriole,  the  little  bird  that  came  to  make  its  home  in 
P.  H.  S.  in  1921  and  finding  conditions  favorable  for  its  growth 
remained,  becoming  an  essential  and  creditable  asset  to  Pulaski 
High  School.  We  hope  that  it  may  continue  to  grow  with  the 
coming  years,  in  the  hands  of  our  successors. 

Second:  To  the  remainder  of  the  high  school  we  will  free 

tickets  to  the  Senior  Class,  with  our  compliments. 

Third:  Elizabeth  Matheney  wills  her  fame  as  an  actress  to 

Isabelle  Miller. 

Beveridge  Roberts  wills  her  editorship  of  The  Oriole  to  Thelma 
Richardson.  She  also  wills  her  curls  to  James  Cummings. 

Gerard  Southern  wills  his  good  looks  to  Foy  McGuire.  He 
also  wills  to  William  Allison  the  right  to  ring  the  period  bells. 

Minnie  Peirce  wills  her  winning  ways  to  Alyne  Hurd. 

Ernest  Lewey  wills  his  popularity  to  Marvin  Harden.  He 
also  wills  the  honor  of  being  president  of  his  class  to  Billy  Cheves. 

Aline  Stuart  wills  her  cheerful  nature  to  Alene  Miller. 

Marshall  Runion  wills  his  love  for  Miss  Watts’  Latin  to  John 
Cox. 

Nannette  Livingston  wills  her  cute  smile  to  Beatrice  Webb. 

Henry  Foglesong  wills  his  sporty  nature  and  red  hair  to 
Ronald  Powell. 

Mamie  Russell  wills  her  bobbed  hair  and  freckles  to  Naomi 
Cannaday. 

William  Bones  wills  his  fame  as  a walking  history  to  Clarence 
Miller. 

Sena  Thompson  wills  her  low  and  musical  voice  to  John 
Crowder. 

Robert  Bunts  wills  his  right  as  the  tallest  boy  ever  to  graduate 
from  P.  H.  S.  to  Hastwell  Sizer. 

Anna  Allison  wills  her  flirting  ability  to  Maxine  Umberger. 


Alice  Lowman  wills  her  habit  of  being  tardy  to  Martha  Der- 
rick. 

Lillian  Pack  wills  her  gentle,  Puritan  nature  to  Evelyn 
Worley. 

Daisy  Nelson  wills  her  love  for  all  things  christened  “Henry” 
to  Vera  Groseclose. 

Gertrude  Jennings  wills  her  spontaneous  giggle  to  Conway 
Smith. 

Dorothy  Jameson  wills  her  brains  to  Howard  Gilmer. 

Minnie  Cannaday  wills  her  “specks”  and  rosy  cheeks  to 
Virginia  Roberts. 

Fourth:  To  the  members  of  the  faculty  we  will  the  following: 

To  Mr.  Brugh,  our  sincere  appreciation  of  his  kind  advice 
and  inspiring  influence  during  the  past  year. 

To  Miss  Thomas,  our  gratitude  and  thanks  for  her  most 
helpful  aid  all  through  our  four  years  of  high  school.  Also,  a 
class  that  will  love  her  almost  as  much  as  we  do,  not  quite, 
though,  for  it  couldn’t  be  found. 

To  Mr.  Eckman,  the  respect  and  love  of  each  individual 
member  of  the  Class  of  ’23.  We  also  will  to  him  a French  class 
that  will  study  regularly  all  irregular  verbs  assigned  by  him. 

To  Miss  Finks,  an  English  class  that  does  not  believe  brevity 
to  be  the  soul  of  wit. 

To  Miss  Chaffin,  a Geometry  class  that  can  put  a figure  on  the 
board  in  less  than  forty-five  minutes  and  “stand  up”  when 
reciting. 

To  Miss  Watts,  a Latin  class  that  does  not  kick  at  too  long 
or  too  short  lessons.  Also,  a smaller  Virgil  class. 

In  testimony  whereof,  we  have  written  and  signed  and  do 
declare  this  paper  this  the  23rd  day  of  May  to  be  our  last  will 
and  testament. 


Minnie  Cannaday,  ’23,  Testator. 


Prophecy  of  1923 

Pity  me,  readers,  if  this  prophecy  is  worthy  of  the  least  bit  of 
praise — spare  it;  do  not  praise  me — pity  me,  my  nerve-racked 
body  and  my  agonized  soul. 

I tried  all  manner  of  oriental  drink  and  demoniac  incense 
trying  to  coax  my  tired  brain  to  relax  into  a fitful  or  fantastical 
mood  so  that  I could  be  able  to  relate  to  the  Class  of  ’23  that 
which  future  has  in  store  for  them.  I called  on  Future  herself 
and  her  elusive  accomplices  to  aid  me  in  my  delicate  task.  I 
practiced  demonorality  in  the  belief  that  the  all  important 
“Book  of  Fortune”  would  open  its  golden  pages  to  me  and  give 
my  worried  brain  peace  and  quiet. 

But  that  drink,  that  horrible  burning  incense  which  I smoked 
in  such  staggering  quantities  only  made  me  more  frantic  and 
made  my  brain  more  inactive.  My  calls  on  Future,  my  time 
spent  waiting  on  that  magic  book  were  all  in  vain.  I felt  dis- 
couraged, I was  helpless  in  my  plight,  the  incense  was  sickening 
in  its  heavy  fumes,  the  drink  had  deadened  my  brain,  1 fell  into 
a deep  slumber  accompanied  by  a fretful,  horrible  and  dread- 
ful dream.  Ah,  what  a dream!  What  cold  and  inexpressible 
terror?  May  God  never  visit  any  poor  mortal  with  such  an 
unendurable,  agonizing,  hysterical,  phantasy  as  that  which 
visited  me  that  never  to  be  forgotten  night.  I awoke  with 
utter  horror,  my  sluggish  blood  seemed  frozen  in  my  veins,  my 
morbid  brain,  despite  the  heavy  ordor  of  incense  was,  thorough- 
ly clear  but  in  a state  of  complete  inactivity  due  to  my  agony 
and  fright.  Cold  perspiration,  which  to  my  numb,  stricken 
senses  felt  like  great  drops  of  red  blood,  was  upon  my  brow,  but 
the  muscles  of  my  arms  refused  to  respond  when  I asked  them  to 
move  and  wipe  it  off.  I was  dumbfounded,  terrified — cold 
chills  which  felt  more  like  cold-chisels  chased  up  and  down  my 
spinal  column  in  deathly  frenzy.  My  heart  thumped  with 
sledge-hammer  blows  which  echoed  in  the  awful  silence  of  my 
chamber,  against  my  ribs.  But  the  dream — I’ll  tell  it  to  you 
in  the  fewest  words  possible  as  it  brings  back  to  my  mind  more 
vividly  than  ever  those  maddening  recollections. 

I dreamed  that  I had  died;  the  immediate  cause,  whether 
sickness,  accident,  or  what  not,  I do  not  remember.  Neither  do  I 
recollect  the  final  destination  of  this  cursed  and  desolate  soul  of 
mine.  My  first  recognition  of  my  whereabouts  was  that  I was 
in  a grave — a still,  cold,  clammy,  and  silent  grave.  My  casket 
or  wooden  overcoat  had  returned  to  the  “dust  from  whence  it 
came.”  But  strange  to  say,  my  shroud  and  other  apparel  was 


intact — the  same  as  it  was  when  I was  placed  in  my  last  intend- 
ed resting  place.  This  surprised  me  and  I reached  up  to  scratch 
my  head  as  was  my  custom  during  life,  but  to  my  utter  astonish- 
ment and  even  greater  surprise  my  hand  came  in  contact  with  a 
perfectly  bald  head — entirely  devoid  ot  hair  in  any  shape,  form 
or  size.  My  head  was  perfectly  slick  and  shiny.  Upon  exam- 
ining closer  I found  the  carcasses  of  a multitude  of  little  under- 
ground beetles,  bugs,  etc.  Oh,  what  a horrible  death  was 
theirs!  I was  indirectly  a murderer — they  had  to  traverse  my 
slippery  cranium  and  had  slipped,  fallen,  and  crushed  against 
the  bare  rocks,  thereby  breaking  their  necks  and  crushing  their 
bodies  into  a nearly  indistinguishable  mass. 

1 began  to  examine  myself  and  my  surroundings  more  closely 
to  see  if  any  more  such  calamities  had  taken  place.  I found  the 
rest  of  myself  intact;  yes,  I could  even  trace  the  luminous  trails 
of  the  snails,  slugs  and  other  crawling  beings  over  my  body. 
Ugh,  I shudder  now  at  the  thought  of  those  cold-blooded, 
crawling,  miniature  monsters. 

Then  Death,  that  cold  and  creepy  thing,  that  comes  when  no 
one  knows  when,  that  parter  of  a miser  and  his  hoard,  that  ex- 
tinguisher of  brilliant  careers,  that  unmerciful  demon,  which 
takes  father,  mother,  brother  or  sister  away  from  those  who 
love  them  so  well,  that  cure  for  all  hurts  and  diseases,  that 
welcome  guest  of  the  oppressed,  reached  out  her  long  clam-like 
talons  and  began  to  entangle  me! — enshroud  me,  yea,  to  en- 
fold me!  Though  I despairingly  struggled  to  escape  those 
clammy,  snaky  coils,  she  only  laughed  at  a mere  helpless  mortal 
fighting  a losing  fight  against  her  invincible  charms,  Soft,  but 
horrible  music,  seemed  to  get  more  distinct  as  I sank  down — 
down — down  into  those  fathomless  depths  of  unconsciousness 

On  regaining  consciousness  I was  more  terrified  and  palsied 
with  fear  and  fright  than  ever  before!  Oh,  why  did  not  Death 
retain  me  in  her  blood-stained  jaws,  why  did  she,  with  that 
derisive  mockery,  cast  me  into  this  place — this  place  of  torment? 
Oh,  God!  I was  in — a school  room. 

As  time  and  space  do  not  permit  I will  not  attempt  to  describe 
this  place  of  torture  in  detail,  nor  its  many  improvements  and 
inventions  of  torment. 

A history  class  was  in  session,  a red-headed  teacher  of  small 
stature  strangely  bringing  back  remembrances  of  my  own  school 
days,  was  perched  on  the  desk  expatiating  at  length  on  history 
in  general,  and  asking  questions  right  and  left. 

Interested  in  the  date,  I looked  for  a calendar.  There  were 
many  of  these — big,  little,  great  and  small — arranged  in  no  partic- 
ular manner  on  the  wall.  The  date  was  2056. 

The  teacher  was  talking  rapidly  and  impressively.  “Now, 
boys  and  girls,  sit  up  straight,  put  away  your  playthings,  and 
give  me  every  bit  of  your  attention.” 


“We  have  a very  interesting  group  for  our  consideration  today 
—the  Pulaski  group.  This  group,  with  a few  exceptions,  started 
their  wonderful  careers  at  P.  H.  S.  A notable  fact  indeed,  as 
it  was  one  of  the  best  schools  of  its  day,  being  classed  along  with 
Dublin  Institute,  Wurno  Academy,  and  other  noted  seats  of 
learning.” 

Two  of  the  most  noted  were  Minnie  Cannaday  and  Mamie 
Russell,  noted  musicians  of  their  time.  They  traveled  together 
making  many  tours  of  the  world  and  Mars,  winning  fame  every- 
where. 

Others  of  special  note  were  the  nurses  Lillian  Pack,  Dorothy 
Jameson,  and  Minnie  Peirce.  They  are  especially  noted  for  the 
old  reliable  pill  recommended  for  heartburn  sickness  and  other 
ailments  of  that  nature.  But  they,  in  my  opinion,  were  the 
biggest  pills. 

Now  a personage  of  extraordinary  mention  was  Mr.  Billy 
Bones,  the  most  hard-headed  man  in  the  world  until  Gertrude 
Jennings  married  him  and  reformed  him  somewhat. 

Another  of  great  importance  was  “Doughface”  Matheney, 
the  noted  cook  who  could  bake  bread,  “burnt  on  the  bottom, 
raw  in  the  middle,  and  cracked  open  on  top.” 

Here  the  teacher  dropped  the  book  with  a resounding  thump 
saying,  “I’m  always  doing  all  the  talking  and  you  would  go  on 
and  let  me — Johnnie,  tell  me  about  the  teachers  of  this  group.” 
A small  red-headed,  freckled  face  boy  answered,  “They  were 
Nannette  Livingston,  founder  of  the  Tate  Latin  Lhiiversity, 
and  Daisy  Nelson,  a teacher  of  dumb  animals.  But  the  most 
noteworthy  service  to  humanity  during  her  career  was  teaching 
Henry  Foglesong  how  to  be  a good  husband. 

“That’s  good — now,  Mary,  tell  me  about  the  actor  of  this 
group.” 

“Oh,  that  was  Beveridge  Roberts.  She  became  famous  as  a 
female  Charlie  Chaplin  and  Rodolph  Valentino  combined. 
She  entered  the  New  York  Tribune's  funny  pictures,  making 
a name  for  herself  at  the  early  age  of  ninety-eight.” 

“Good,  now,  Katherine — the  lawyers.” 

“Were  they  Gerard  Southern  and  Ernest  Lewey?” 

“Yes.  But  I am  asking  you.” 

“Well,  they  practiced  law  for  a while  at  Macadam  and  were 
then  elected  to  the  town  council  on  ‘No  work — all  play’  plat- 
form. Their  greatest  bill  was  the  ‘Curly-Spain  Bill.’ 

“Correct.  Now,  Harold,  tell  me  about  Alice  Lowman.” 

“I  don’t  think  I know  that.” 

“Stay  in  for  an  hour  this  afternoon.” 

“Oh,  yes,  she  was  the  teacher  of  expression  at  the  Stuart 
School  for  girls  established  by  Aline  Stuart  in  New  York  in 
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memory  of  her  multitude  of  past  lovers,  as  she  remained  an  old 
maid  until  her  death  at  the  age  of  ninety-seven.” 

‘‘Yes,  that’s  right,  I thought  you  knew  it  all  along.” 

“Now  who  will  volunteer  to  tell  me  of  the  noted  inventor  or 
the  ‘later  Edison.’ 

A small  hand  arose  hesitatingly  in  the  rear  of  the  room. 
“Well,  Marshall,  you  must  like  to  tell  about  people  for  whom 
you  were  named.” 

“Yes’m.  His  most  noted  invention  was  a pair  of  bow-leg- 
ged crutches  for  knock-kneed  men.” 

“Well,  that’s  not  all  by  a long  ways,  but  I suppose  that  will 
do.” 

“Now,  who  wants  to  tell  me  about  the  modern  Helen  ofTroy 
and  Cleopatra?  All  right,  Thracine.” 

“Oh,  they  were  the  most  beautiful  ladies  of  their  time.  They 
vamped  everything  going  and  coming.  Many  hearts  were 
broken  and  many  wars  fought  between  the  different  planets  on 
their  account.  They  were  Sena  Thompson  and  Anna  Allison.” 
Hitherto  I had  remained  unnoticed,  but  suddenly  the  teacher 
turned  to  me  and  asked — 

“Can  you  tell  me  about  Robert  Bunts,  young  man?” 

It  was  then  that  I awoke. 

Robert  Bunts,  ’23. 
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Class  of  ’24 


Class  of  1924 


Martha  Derrick 
Alton  Duncan.  . 
Sylvia  Byrd 

John  Cox 

Conway  Smith . 


....  President 
Vice-President 

Secretary 

....  7"  reasurer 
. . . . Historian 


Members 


Pauline  Bopp 
Sylvia  Byrd 
Naomi  Cannaday 
Margaret  Dalton 
Martha  Derrick 
Louise  Dudley 
Alyne  Hurd 
Aleene  Miller 
Isabelle  Miller 
Jeanette  Ray 
Thelma  Richardson 
Marion  Thomas 
Maxine  Umberger 
Beatrice  Webb 
William  Allison 


Joe  Bones 
Alonzo  Carper 
Billy  Cheves 
John  Cox 
Charles  Dean 
Alton  Duncan 
Howard  Gilmer 
Marvin  Harden 
Albert  Kirkner 
Foy  McGuire 
Ronald  Powell 
Livingston  Sheppard 
Hastwell  Sizer 
Conway  Smith 
Clarence  Miller 


History  of  the  Junior  Class 
or  the  Class  of  ’24 

In  the  fall  of  1922,  when  school  reopened  after  the  summer 
vacation,  thirty  pupils  reported  ready  for  work  in  the  Junior 
Class  of  P.  H.  S.  This  class  was  put  in  charge  of  Mr.  Hensel 
Eckman  and  the  school  term  of  1922  and  ’23  moved  off  smoothly. 

Since  that  time  the  Junior  Class  has  made  a record  in  school 
work,  literary  activities,  and  athletics  which  will  be  hard  to 
surpass. 

Of  course  the  Junior  Class  is  not  a group  of  angelic  beings  who 
always  know  their  lessons  perfectly,  never  whisper  during  classes, 
and  never  have  to  stay  in  after  school,  but  it  is  just  a class  of 
American  boys  and  girls  who  possess  “class  spirit”  and  “school 
spirit.”  The  achievements  of  the  members  of  this  class  are  not 
so  much  for  the  honor  of  the  individual  as  for  the  honor  of  the 
Junior  Class  and  to  help  P.  H.  S.  maintain  its  reputation  as  one 
of  the  best  schools  of  its  size  in  the  State  of  Virginia. 

Now  let  us  note  some  of  the  achievements  of  the  Junior  Class 
in  school  work  and  literary  activities.  There  are  many  good 
students  in  the  class,  but  the  best  of  these  is  Martha  Derrick, 
the  president  of  the  class.  She  is  one  of  the  leading  students 
in  the  race  for  the  gold  scholarship  medal  which  is  given  annually. 
Howard  Gilmer  and  Sylvia  Byrd  are  the  best  debaters  in  the 
High  School,  and  Margaret  Dalton  one  of  the  best  elocutionists. 
The  Junior  Class  also  plays  an  important  part  in  the  “Vir- 
ginian Literary  Society.”  Many  of  the  members  of  the  class 
hold  or  have  held  high  offices  in  the  society. 

Having  seen  what  the  J unior  Class  has  done  in  school  work  and 
literary  activities,  let  us  glance  back  over  the  record  it  has  made 
in  athletics.  The  president  of  the  Athletic  Association,  Wil- 
liam Allison,  is  a member  of  the  Junior  Class.  He  was  also 
captain  of  the  1922  football  team.  Howard  Gilmer,  another 
Junior,  was  the  manager  of  this  team.  Of  the  1922  football 
squad,  six  first  team  men  and  one  substitute  were  Juniors, 
hour  of  these  were  also  stars  in  baseball.  Three  members  of 
the  girls’  basketball  squad,  including  the  captain,  Pauline  Bopp, 
are  also  Juniors. 

With  this  record  in  the  past  and  hoping  even  to  surpass  it  in 
the  future,  the  Junior  Class  hopes  to  become,  in  a short  time, 
the  Senior  Class  of  ’24. 


Conway  Smith,  ’24,  Historian. 


Toast  to  the  Juniors 

Here's  to  the  third  year  of  P.  II.  S. 

With  thirty  members  we  are  blessed. 

A class  just  like  it  never  before, 

If  we  all  get  through  in  ’24. 

Here's  to  the  Juniors  of  Pulaski  High, 

With  Math  and  English  we  mount  to  the  sky. 

A class  that  never  from  duty  would  shirk; 

When  we  think  of  diplomas 
We  all  go  to  work. 

Then  again  to  the  Juniors  of  P.  II.  S. 

Each  and  every  one  the  very  best. 

Their  ability  and  honesty  is  always  found 
When  tests  and  exams  are  apt  to  roll  around. 

Margaret  Dalton,  ’24. 
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Class  Poem 

From  start  to  finish,  first  to  last, 

Our  class  does  all  excel; 

There  never  was  another  class 

That  did  things  quite  so  well. 

In  classes,  oh!  such  diligence; 

And  in  athletics,  too, 

Our  boys  were  always  leaders — 

They  always  put  things  through. 

Everything  this  class  has  done 
We  can  not  here  unfold. 

Well  might  we  say  and  say  in  truth 
“The  half  has  not  been  told." 

So  here' s to  the  Junior  Class 

As  their  names  in  history  pass; 

And  we  know  they'll  make  a record 
Which  none  can  e'er  surpass. 

Naomi  Cannaday , ’24. 
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Class  of  1925 


Margaret  Brewer President 

Otis  Spraker Vice-President 

Mildred  Carson Secretary 

Theodore  Hall Treasurer 

Daisy  Lou  Matheney Historian 


Members 


Ella  Albert 
Margaret  Brewer 
Mildred  Carson 
Mable  Coalson 
Elizabeth  Conner 
James  Cummings 
Elsie  Duncan 
Lena  Gray 
Vere  Groseclose 
Marie  Hardy 
Louise  Hurst 
Louise  Kirkner 
Daisy  Lou  Matheney 
Helen  Morris 
Myrtle  Myers 
Selma  Quesenberry 
Pearl  Richardson 
Virginia  Roberts 
Audrey  Sasher 
Roda  Neil  Sheppard 


Anna  Smith 
Virginia  Snyder 
Dorothy  Spence 
Louise  Strauss 
Grace  Whitaker 
Ethel  Nunn 
Mary  Farmer 
Carl  Bunts 
Edgar  Carrico 
Woodson  Cummings 
Theodore  Hall 
Lenis  Hart 
Onis  H ufford 
Frank  Jackson 
Tom  Jordan 
Meredith  Livingston 
Robert  Runion 
Otis  Spraker 
Roby  Sutherland 
Porter  Wisler 


Sophomore  History 

The  Sophomore  Class  believes  in  history  repeating  itself,  for 
the  majority  of  them  had  to  repeat  the  first  year,  but  they  also 
believe  that  constancy  of  purpose  is  the  secret  of  success.  Our 
class  has  had  its  trials  along  with  its  pleasures;  our  path  has  not 
always  been  strewn  with  sunshine  and  roses,  but  we  have  pressed 
forward  with  unfailing  efforts  and  have  succeeded  in  passing 
half  of  the  road. 

Because  of  the  congeniality  and  good  feeling  of  the  class  we 
were  given  the  name  “That  First  Year.”  We  have  succeeded 
in  keeping  that  distinction  and  are  now  known  as  “That  Second 
Year.” 

The  Sophomore  Class  has  some  real  students  but  some  who 
are  “exposed  to”  but  “never  take”  the  subjects  that  our  teach- 
ers strive  to  make  us  comprehend. 

There  is  unusual  talent  in  our  class,  Theodore  Hall  being  the 
Demosthenes  of  the  class.  The  soundness  of  his  arguments 
and  the  eloquence  of  his  delivery  would  convince  any  jury, 
hence  we  would  not  be  surprised  to  see  him  some  day  as  one  of 
the  foremost  lawyers  of  the  State. 

Our  class  has  two  splendid  musicians.  Frank  Jackson  plays 
the  ukulele  to  perfection.  Onis  Hufford  stands  shoulder  to  shoul- 
der with  Caruso;  we  often  hear  his  melodious  voice  at  literary 
society  and  everyone  enjoys  his  singing. 

Ethel  Nunn  is  a great  basketball  player,  and  when  we  see  her 
quick  and  graceful  movements  on  the  basketball  court  we  are 
assured  that  she  will  do  star  playing. 

We  feel  that  we  have  accomplished  much  and  we  owe  all  to 
the  untiring  efforts  and  patience  of  our  teachers,  who  have  ever 
been  an  inspiration  to  us.  If  the  future  is  as  kind  to  us  as  the 
past  has  been,  the  Sophomore  Class,  when  its  members  receive 
their  diplomas  as  Seniors,  will  be  able  to  reflect  as  much  honor 
and  glory  on  their  Alma  Mater  as  any  other  class  which  has  gone 
out  from  its  doors  to  their  life’s  work. 

Daisy  Lou  Matheney,  ’25. 


Class  of  '26  ( A ) 


Class  Officers  1926-A 


George  Crowder President 

Dewey  Dalton Vice-President 

Ruby  Hufford Secretary  and  Treasurer 


Lucille  Byrd 
Dorothy  Carper 
Ollie  Fagg 
Opal  Grantham 
Ruby  Hufford 
Ruth  Jackson 
Nell  Lowman 
Virginia  Runion 
Clara  Schaub 
Sherwood  Vaughn 
George  Crowder 
John  Crowder 

Members 

Carson  Dalton 
Dewey  Dalton 
Tecumseh  Dalton 
Charles  Gatewood 
Leonard  Grantham 
Junior  Lyon 
George  Lyons 
Wallace  Surface 
Forest  Wainwright 
Walter  Wyatt 
Delmas  Gallimore 

Class  of  '26  ( B ) 


Class  Officers  1926-B 


Margaret  Dyer.  . 
Mary  Fitzhugh . 
Clarence  Painter 
Ansell  Derrick.  . 
Evelyn  Dean 


. . . . President 
Vice-President 

Secretary 

....  7" reasurer 
. . . . Historian 


Members 


Lena  Bones 
Mary  Boyd 
Thelma  Bunts 
Evelyn  Dean 
Mary  Draper 
Margaret  Dyer 
Mary  Fitzhugh 
Kathleen  Hurst 
Lillian  Lowman 
Sadie  Mitchell 
Frances  Mullens 
Clara  Nelson 
Della  Pike 
Lelia  Pike 
Kathryn  Snapp 


Inez  Weeks 
Blanche  Whitaker 
Louise  Whitt 
Evelyn  Worley 
Emma  Noble 
Cecil  Bosang 
Robert  Calfee 
Dean  Creger 
Ansell  Derrick 
Judson  Harris 
Hurst  Owen 
Clarence  Painter 
William  Thomas 
Frank  Warden 
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Freshman  History 

(Apologies  to  Rudyard  Kipling) 

I went  into  the  school  'ouse  to  get  my  coat  and  'at; 

A Sophomore  ' e up  an'  sez,  “Get  out  o'  'ere,  you  Rat.’’ 

The  girls  behind  the  door  laughed  an  giggled  fit  to  die; 

I outs  into  the  hall  again  an  to  myself  sez  I, 

“O,  it's  Freshie  this,  an'  Freshie  that,’’  an 
“Freshie  get  off  the  school-house  ground 
But  it’s  “ Thank  you,  ign'rant  Freshman,’’ 

When  tuition  time's  around. 

I went  into  the  chapel  aisles  as  green  as  I could  be; 

They  gave  the  Jolly  Juniors  room,  but  'adn't  none  for  me; 

An  I couldn't  find  a seat — not  knowing  where  to  go; 

But  they  didn't  care — even  though  I didn't  ' ave  a show. 

Yet  it'  s' 'Freshie  this  an  Freshie  that”  an'  “ Freshie,  get  your  book.'' 
But  it's  special  seat  for  “ Freshie  ' when  the  inspector  turns  to 
look. 

An'  it's  then,  my  boys,  that  the  Seniors  get  our  goat; 

For  we  can  only  sit  an  look  while  they  just  dote  an  dote. 

We  aren’t  the  little  Greenies  we've  got  the  name  o'  being; 

But  just  big  men  in  little  forms  as  by  me  you  can  be  seein' ; 

So  when  you  get  to  calling  us  little  ignorant  Freshie-men, 

Just  remember  you  once  a Freshie-man  have  been. 

But  then  it’s  “ Freshie  this,  an  Freshie  that"  an  “Freshie,  where 
you  been!" 

You  'aven't  got  the  'istory  of  a little  old  red  'en; 

But  it’s  “ Freshie , bring  your  money 
When  tuition  comes  again.” 

Evelyn  Dean,  ’26. 
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The  Wail  of  a Freshman 


Four  long  laborious  years 
We  must  endure  this  grind; 

Hard  lessons  and  undreamed  of  fears 
They  heap  upon  our  kind. 

All  that  they  learned  from  college  away, 

Or  gleaned  from  the  Southwest  Times, 

Our  teachers  try  to  fill  in  a day 
Our  small  and  puny  minds. 

Now,  for  Miss  Watts  this  can  be  said, 

She  knows  her  subject  well — 

She's  quite  alive,  though  Latin  s dead, 

For  in  her  room  we  dwell. 

Far  back  to  Neolithic  Age 
With  Miss  Thomas  do  we  go; 

From  there  to  now  she  equals  the  sage 
Who  everything  did  know. 

Bravely  we  greet  our  dear  Miss  Finks 
When  e'er  she  comes  to  us, 

But  right  in  this  we  fail,  methinks, 

She  gives  ns  zero  plus. 

With  cold  and  calculating  air 
Miss  Chaffin  takes  her  place 
And  turns  loose  information  rare, 

Things  startling  to  the  race. 

When  all  is  conspired  to  wreck  man 
Where  can  poor  students  go, 

But  bravely  wait  for  Mr.  Eckman 
Scientific  facts  to  show. 

But  when  our  Senior  year  rolls  round 
And  our  ideals  achieved, 

True  friends  in  each  we  will  have  found 
And  from  each  good  received. 

Mary  Draper,  '26, 
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School  Days 

When  to  an  old  person  school  days  are  mentioned  his  face 
brightens,  the  wrinkles  begin  to  straighten,  the  joy  of  his  heart 
leaps  up  into  his  eyes,  and  he  smiles.  Can  you  tell  me  why  this 
little  word  so  touches  the  emotions  of  mankind?  Ah,  it  is  not 
merely  the  word — that  could  not  be — but  ’ tis  the  memory — fond 
recollections  of  childhood  joy  and  happiness — that  this  magic 
word  brings  back  all  in  one  moment  when  it  is  mentioned. 
Those  were  the  days  of  his  independence,  those  were  the  days 
when  his  mind  was  carefree,  and  the  one  word  that  he  builded 
life  on  was  hope — that  is  why  his  face  brightens  at  the  mention 
of  this  little  word.  These  are  the  days  when  all  the  impressions 
of  economy,  morality,  and  the  value  of  an  education  are  stamp- 
ed on  our  minds. 

Now  that  we  are  talking  of  school  days,  it  comes  to  my  mind 
that  people  as  individuals — mind  you,  I do  not  say  as  nations 
but  as  individuals — do  not  put  the  same  value  upon  school  days 
or,  in  other  words,  an  education  as  they  used  to  in  the  good  old 
days  of  Washington  and  Lee.  To  a boy  in  those  days  an  educa- 
tion was  something  that  he  “grabbed  for” — it  was  considered 
an  opportunity  and  a pleasure.  And  probably  the  reason  was 
the  lack  of  educational  opportunities,  and  hence  even  a little 
schooling  was  considered  a very  precious  opportunity.  To  a 
boy  now-a-days  it  is  a drudgery  and  the  sooner  he  can  “quit” 
the  more  pleased  he  is.  An  education  today  is  hardly  ever 
taken  seriously  by  anyone.  To  go  to  school  is  to  have  a good 
time  and  all  a person  seems  to  care  for  is  to  “get  through;”  it 
does  not  seem  to  matter  how. 

But  do  you  know  I believe  a brighter  day  is  coming  when  our 
educational  standards  will  be  much  higher  than  they  are  now. 
People  are  just  beginning  to  see  that  there  is  no  place  in  the  world 
or  in  society  for  them  without  this  precious  jewel — education. 
Everyone  will  admit  that  any  occupation  is  fit  to  follow  if  it 
is  honest  labor,  but  let  me  say  that  no  occupation,  however 
simple  it  may  be,  can  prosper  without  a clear  brain,  a pure 
character,  and  a developed  mind.  An  education  helps  to  bring 
these  if  wre  give  it  a chance. 

In  conclusion,  let  me  make  this  plea  to  you:  Make  the  best 
of  your  school  days  and  the  best  will  come  back  to  you.  Let  the 
memory  that  they  bring  be  pure  and  comforting,  but  I beg  of  you 
do  not  use  those  days  so  that  they  will  bring  discomfort,  regret, 
and  disgust  in  the  end. 


Nannette  Livingston,  ’23. 


Love  Story  from  Shakespeare 

“Romeo  and  Juliet’’  were  lovers.  When  he  proposed  to  her 
she  said,  “As  You  Like  It.”  He  bought  the  ring  from  “The 
Merchant  of  Venice.”  The  courtship  seemed  to  them  like  a 
“Midsummer  Night’s  Dream.”  The  wedding  date  was  set  for  the 
“Twelfth  Night,”  and  “The  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor”  and 
“Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona”  were  among  the  invited  guests. 
The  ceremony  was  performed  by  “Cardinal  Wolsey.”  They  had 
a cozy  home  in  a distant  “Hamlet”  and  passed  many  evenings 
before  the  open  fire  with  a cheerful  “Winter’s  Tale.”  However, 
the  bride  soon  proved  to  have  a temper  like  a “Tempest,”  and 
the  poor  man  said  his  chief  occupation  was  “The  Taming  of  the 
Shrew.”  Their  first  quarrel  sprang  from  “Much  Ado  About 
Nothing.”  They  soon  made  up  and  concluded  that  it  was  all 
“A  Comedy  of  Errors.”  “All’s  Well  That  Ends  Well,”  so  ends 
this  tale. 

Aline  Stuart,  ’23. 
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To  the  Teachers  of  P.  H.  S. 

Here's  to  him  who  so  nobly  and  faithfully 

Delves  into  the  depths  of  everything  Frenchy. 

Here's  to  him  who  so  vividly  portrays 
The  French  side  of  him  that  one 
Instinctively  thinks  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte. 

Here's  to  him  who  speaks  French, 

Writes  French,  thinks  French,  and  looks  French: 

Here's  to  Mr.  Eckman, 

Our  beloved  French  instructor. 

Here's  to  Mr.  Eckman, 

Who  “ Parlez  vous  Francois." 

He  makes  us  toe  the  mark  sometimes 
In  the  good  old  fashioned  way. 

Here's  to  a graceful  creature  who 
Knows  Math  better  than  the  man 
Who  wrote  the  book. 

She  speaks  in  X Y Z's 
And  she  is  A.  B.  C. 


Here's  to  Miss  Chaffin — • 

0,  you  remember  “ Annabel  Lee." 

If  Poe  had  lived  in  ’22 

He'd  have  written  “ Annabel  C." 

Here's  to  Miss  Watts,  who  tho 

She  teaches  and  boosts  a dead  language 

Is  alive  in  every  sense  of  the  word. 

Here's  to  Miss  Watts  so  gentle, 

Here's  to  Miss  Watts  so  true ; 

If  you  deal  with  her  fair  and  square, 

My  dears,  she'll  deal  the  same  with  you. 

Here's  to  one  who  tells  us  how  to  talk : 

'Tis  dear  Miss  Finks. 

If  we  say  "ain't,"  “ have  saw,"  and  such 
She'll  take  us  down,  by  jinks. 

Here's  to  our  honored  Miss  Finks, 

Who  looks  Frenchy,  teaches  English 
And  speaks  American. 

Here's  to  our  walking  encyclopedia — 

Here's  to  Miss  Mary  Thomas. 

Here's  to  Miss  Thomas,  who  knows 
That  book  called  History  thru  and  thru, 

But  how  she  expects  the  same  of  us 
I can't  see,  now,  can  you  . 

Here's  to  our  general  manager, 

Who  is  monarch  of  all  he  surveys, 

Here  s to  Mr.  Brugh, 

Our  professor,  our  prop  and  our  proper,  too. 
If  he  would  have  us  happy 
He'd  be  our  prompter,  too. 

Here's  to  our  teachers  everyone 
Whether  they  are  short  or  tall, 

Those  who  so  nobly  hear  our  fun, 

Here's  to  our  teachers  all. 

Here's  to  our  teachers, 

That's  what  I say. 

Here's  to  our  teachers 
Every  day. 

They  give  and  give 
That  we  may  live 
And  enjoy  our  life 
In  the  better  way. 


Alyne  Hurd,  ’24. 


Names  Written  in  the  Sand 

The  majority  of  people  today  are  writing  their  names  in  sand, 
rather  than  writing  them  in  the  bedrock  of  history.  But  what 
do  we  mean  by  “writing  our  names  in  sand?”  We  mean  living 
such  lives  and  doing  such  deeds  as  will  not  abide.  We  mean 
that  anyone  who  lives  this  life  with  self  in  front,  anyone  who 
lives  a self-centered  life,  with  no  regard  for  his  fellowman, 
deliberately  writes  his  name  in  the  shifting  sand.  And  the  ocean 
of  time  and  eternity  will  roll  on,  sweeping  his  name  and  memory 
of  his  selfish  life  into  oblivion.  We  are  to  be  the  citizens  of  to- 
morrow, citizens  in  the  greatest  country  in  the  world.  Our 
forefathers  in  finding  this  country  were  not  thinking  of  self. 
They  were  thinking  of  God,  of  liberty,  and  of  their  fellowman. 
They  were  building  for  the  future,  not  for  the  present  only. 
Are  we  going  to  dishonor  the  traditions  and  memory  of  our 
grandsires  by  giving  self  the  first  place  in  life? 

A nation’s  greatness  can  not  be  made  by  people  who  write 
their  names  in  the  sand.  A nation  is  made  great  by  people  who 
write  their  names  in  abiding  rock.  For  the  final  proof  of  a 
nation’s  greatness  is  not  found  in  its  unequaled  wealth,  nor  in 
its  commercial  supremacy,  nor  its  physical  luxuries,  but  in  the 
moral  and  mental  metal  of  its  manhood  and  womanhood — in 
the  greatness  and  goodness  of  its  people.  This  is  the  final  test, 
both  of  individuals  and  of  nations — and  thus,  he  who  writes 
his  name  into  his  country’s  life  writes  his  name  in  abiding  rock, 
not  in  shifting  sand.  The  American  sage  who  wrote  the  poem 
entitled  “The  Nation’s  Greatness”  knew  the  secret  of  true  great- 
ness and  glory  when  he  wrote: 

“ What  builds  a nation's  pillars  high 
And  its  foundations  strong ? 

What  makes  it  mighty  to  defy 

The  foes  that  round  it  throng. 

Brave  men  who  work  while  others  steep, 

Who  dare  while  others  fly — 

They  build  a nation's  pillars  deep 
And  lift  them  to  the  sky.” 

We  may  write  our  names  on  the  pages  of  history  by  working 
with  a zeal  unhindered  and  unchanged  by  opposition  and  ob- 
struction. So,  make  your  life  work  one  that  goes  as  far  in 
benefit  of  your  fellowman  as  for  yourself. 

Charles  Dean,  ’24. 


Athletic  Association 


William  Allison 

President 

Minnie  Peirce 

Vice-President 

Ernest  Lewey 

Coaches 

. .Secretary  and  Treasurer 

Allen  F.  Hall 

Football-Baseball 

Miss  Margaret  Jordan.  . 

Managers 

Basketball 

Howard  Gilmer,  Jr 

Football 

Ernest  Lewey 

Baseball 

Virginia  Runion 

Captains 

Basketball 

William  Allison 

Football 

Dewey  Dalton 

Baseball 

Pauline  Bopp 

Basketball 

Coaches  and  Officers  of  Athletic  Association , 1922-1923 


Captain  William  Allison 


Football  Squad 


Team 


Clarence  Miller 
William  Bones 
William  Allison 
Alton  Duncan 
Joe  Bones 

Livingston  Sheppard 
Porter  Wisler 


Dewey  Dalton 
John  Cox 
Jack  Haislip 
Marshall  Runion 
Robert  Runion 
Delmas  Gallimore 
Gillie  Haislip 


Substitu  tes 

Albert  Kirkner 
Charles  Gatewood 
Meredith  Livingston 
Ernest  Lewey 
Onis  Hufford 


Henry  Foglesong 
Frank  Jackson 
Sam  Matheney 
Claud  Scott 
Junior  Lyon 


Football  Squad 


Football  Season  1923 

CHAMPIONS  OF  SOUTHWEST  VIRGINIA 

Under  the  expert  coaching  of  Allen  Hall  P.  H.  S.  early  began 
football  practice  for  the  coming  season,  having  many  more  out 
to  practice  than  usual.  Pulaski  was  destined  to  put  out  the 
football  team  that  won  the  championship  of  Southwest  Virginia. 
P.  H.  S.  tied  with  Bristol  High  but  as  Bristol  had  not  played 
in  our  district  Pulaski  was  awarded  the  championship. 

We  opened  the  season  by  defeating  Wytheville  12  to  0.  Suf- 
fering from  an  attack  of  over  confidence,  the  next  Friday  Pu- 
laski allowed  Dublin  to  play  us  to  a scoreless  tie.  The  following 
week  P.  H.  S.  journeyed  to  Dublin  with  blood  in  her  eyes  and 
outplayed  Dublin  much  more  than  the  score,  which  was  12  to  7, 
indicated.  The  Orange  and  Black  played  her  best  game  of  the 
season  with  Bristol,  Va.  Time  and  time  again  Pulaski  held 
Bristol  to  downs  within  inches  of  her  goal  line.  The  final 
score  was  6 to  6.  Pulaski  next  played  Ivanhoe,  which  was  an 
inexperienced  team,  and  easily  defeated  her  104  to  0.  P.  H.  S. 
inflicted  a defeat  upon  Marion  in  a hard  fought  game  by  a 
score  of  27  to  0.  Pulaski  again  came  out  the  victor  in  another 
contest  with  Marion  by  a score  of  35  to  0.  The  final  game  of 
the  season  was  played  with  Jefferson  High  from  Roanoke,  later 
champions  of  Virginia.  P.  H.  S.  was  stale  and  generally  out- 
classed by  the  heavier  team.  The  resulting  score  was  52  to  0. 
In  every  game  of  the  season  Pulaski  was  outweighed  but  at  that 
she  won  5 games,  tied  2,  and  lost  only  1. 


Schedule 


P.  H.  S. . . . 

....  12.  . . . 

. . . . at  Pulaski 

W.  H.  S 

() 

P.  H.  S.  . . . 

. . . . 0. . . . 

. ...  at  Pulaski . . . . 

.D.  H.  S.. 

0 

P.  H.  S. . . . 

. . . . 12.  . . . 

. ...  at  Dublin  . . . . 

D.  H.  S. . 

7 

P.  H.  S. . . . 

....  6.... 

....  at  Pulaski . . . . 

.B.  H.  S. . 

6 

P.  H.  S. . . . 

104. . . . 

. ...  at  Pulaski 

I.  H.  S. 

0 

P.  H.  S. . . . 

. . . . 27 

....  at  Pulaski 

M.  H.  S. 

0 

P.  H.  S.  . . . 

35. . . . 

. ...  at  Pulaski . . . . 

.M.  H.  S. . 

0 

P.  H.  S. . . . 

. . . . 0.  . . . 

. ...  at  Pulaski . . . . 

R.  H.  S. . 

52 

Total 


196 


65 


Captain  Pauline  Bopp 


Basketball 


Margaret  Jordan Coach 

Pauline  Bopp Captain 

Virginia  Runion Manager 


Team 

Pauline  Bopp 

Marion  Thomas 

Lena  Bones 

Virginia  Runion 

Margaret  Bopp 

Ethel  Nunn 


Jumping  Center 
. . . .Side  Center 

Forward 

Forward 

Guard 

Guard 


Substitutes 

Dorothy  Jameson 
Mary  Fitzhugh 


Mary  Draper 
Margaret  Dyer 
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Basketball  Squad 
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1922-1923  Basketball  Season 


CHAMPIONS  OF  SOUTHWEST  VIRGINIA 

The  1922-1923  basketball  season  opened  on  the  local  court 
with  a victory  over  Ivanhoe  on  October  28.  The  score  was  19 
to  5 in  our  favor.  The  next  game  was  a 63  to  0 game  in  favor 
of  Pulaski  against  Snowville.  A game  with  Radford  followed  on 
November  17 ; the  score  was  37  to  0 in  our  favor.  On  November 
18  the  Narrows  team  came  to  Pulaski  and  suffered  a severe 
defeat,  49  to  1,  at  the  hands  of  Pulaski.  The  best  game  seen 
on  the  local  court  was  against  the  Graham  girls,  who  won  the 
State  championship  two  years  ago  and  lost  to  the  winner  another 
year.  Graham  had  a heavy  team,  but  Pulaski  outplayed  them 
in  team  work  as  well  as  in  covering  the  court.  14  to  5 in  our 
favor  was  the  outcome.  An  easy  victory  over  Dublin,  in  Dub- 
lin, followed  this  game.  A close  game  with  Marion,  in  Marion, 
came  next.  The  two  teams  were  evenly  matched  but  Pulaski, 
while  at  a disadvantage  on  their  indoor  court,  came  out  with  a 
two  point  vantage  at  the  end  of  the  game.  Quite  a disappoint- 
ment was  the  Bristol,  Va.,game  on  our  court  February  22.  A 
tight  game  was  expected  and, as  the  results  show,  it  was  a slow, 
one-sided  game  in  our  favor.  18  to  1 was  the  score.  After 
eight  games  we  remained  undefeated,  so  the  district  champion- 
ship was  awarded  to  us.  We  next  met  Roanoke,  in  Roanoke; 
there  we  met  our  first  defeat  in  two  years,  thereby  losing  out 
in  the  State  contest. 


Schedule 


P.  H.  S.  . . . 

. . . . 19. . . . 

. ...  at  Pulaski  . . . 

. .1.  H.  S 

...  5 

P.  H.  S. . . . 

....  65 ...  . 

. ...  at  Snowville  . 

. ,S.  H.  S 

...  9 

P.  H.  S. . . . 

. . . . 37.  ... 

. ...  at  Pulaski . . . 

. R.  H.  S 

. . . 0 

P.  H.  S. . . . 

....  49 ...  . 

....  at  Pulaski . . . 

. .N.  H.  S.  . . . 

. . . 1 

P.  H.  S. . . . 

. . . . 14. . . . 

. ...  at  Pulaski  . . . 

. .G.  H.  S 

...  5 

P.  H.  S 

. . . . 21.  . . . 

. ...  at  Dublin  . . . 

. D.  H.  S 

...  3 

P.  H.  S 

. . . . 8.  . . . 

. ...  at  Marion  . . . 

. . M.  H.  S. . . . 

...  6 

P.  H.  S. . . . 

. . . . 18. . . . 

. ...  at  Pulaski . . . 

. .B.  H.  S 

...  1 

P.  H.  S 

. . . . 9.  . . . 

....  at  Roanoke . . 

. R.  H.  S 

. . .40 

Total 

....  240 

70 

65 


Captain  Dewey  Dalton 


Baseball  Prospects  for  1923 

The  prospects  are  very  good  for  a good  baseball  team  this 
season,  as  only  three  members  of  last  year’s  team  are  absent. 
Pulaski  has  hopes  of  putting  out  even  a better  team  than  the 
one  last  year.  Due  to  bad  weather  practice  will  begin  rather 
late,  but  under  the  expert  coaching  of  Allen  Hall,  P.  H.  S.  is 
expected  to  make  up  for  lost  time. 

Dalton,  who  captains  the  team,  will  do  the  catching  stunt 
again  this  year  with  the  help  of  McGuire.  The  pitching  staff 
will  be  composed  of  the  veterans  Crowder  and  Runion,  reinfor- 
ced by  Southern  and  Foglesong,  the  latter  of  whom  comes  here 
with  a very  good  reputation.  There  is  a hot  contest  between 
Duncan  and  Bunts  for  the  initial  sack.  J.  Haislip  will  probably 
hold  down  the  keystone  sack  with  help  from  Lyon.  Allison, 
Spraker,  and  Grantham  will  perform  around  the  hot  corner, 
and  Bones  and  Wisler  are  expected  to  keep  the  hot  valley  closed. 
Men  who  have  shown  up  well  for  the  outfield  are  Miller,  Cox, 
Gemmell,  Gallimore,  Lewey,  Gatewood,  and  Painter. 
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Monogram  Club 


Monogram  Club 

Officers 

President Clarence  Miller 

Vice-President Pauline  Bopp 

Secretary  and  Treasurer William  Allison 


Members 


Livingston  Sheppard 
Marshall  Runion 
Henry  Foglesong 
Robert  Runion 
Jack  Haislip 
Gillie  Haislip 
Delmas  Gallimore 
Billy  Bones 
Joe  Bones 
John  Cox 


Howard  Gilmer,  Jr. 
Porter  Wisler 
Ernest  Lewey 
Alton  Duncan 
Dewey  Dalton 
Virginia  Runion 
Mary  Fitzhugh 
Ethel  Nunn 
Margaret  Bopp 
Lena  Bones 


Royal  Order  of  Squeakers 

We,  the  undersigned,  members  of  the  Squeakers,  and  also 
members  of  the  Senior  Class  of  nineteen  hundred  and  twenty- 
two  and  three,  do  hereby  make  a solemn  vow  which,  like  the  laws 
of  the  Medes  and  Persians,  altereth  not : 

VOW 

We,  the  undersigned,  do  hereby  agree  and  pledge  ourselves  to 
have  a pair  of  corduroy  trousers  and  to  wear  the  same  to  Pulaski 
High  School  Wednesday,  October  18,  1922.  We  also  agree  and 
pledge  ourselves  to  wear  them  for  a period  of  three  months.  It 
is  to  be  understood  by  all  that  if  for  any  reason  after  three 
months  from  said  date,  the  undersigned  wish  to  discontinue 
wearing  corduroy  trousers  they  may  do  so  by  unanimous  con- 
sent of  all  concerned. 

(Signed)  G.  E.  Southern. 

Robert  Bunts. 

W.  D.  Lowman. 

Ernest  Lewey. 


For  any  clime, 
Rain  or  shine, 
Corduroys 
All  the  time. 


Creed 

They  always  wear, 
They’re  hard  to  tear, 
Style  and  strength 
In  every  pair. 


First  Amendment 


Each  member  of  above  mentioned  Squeakers  shall  be  allowed 
one  day  every  two  weeks  to  leave  his  corduroy  trousers  at  home 
for  the  purpose  of  cleaning,  pressing,  etc.  The  said  day  shall 
be  selected  by  each  member  to  suit  his  own  needs. 


Second  Amendemenl 

Effective  January  18,  1923,  all  members  may  wear  their 
corduroys  at  their  own  discretion. 


Triangle  Club 
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Triangle  Club 

Flower — Sh  am  rock. 

Colors — Green,  Yellow  and  White. 

Fears — That  long  hair,  long  dresses  and  “long”  heels  are 
coming  in  style  soon. 

Mascots — Scissors,  curling  irons  and  mirror. 

Officers 


President “ J erry  ” 

Vice-President “Chink” 

Secretary “Darby” 

Treasurer “Dimps” 

Sponsor  and  Reporter “Tyge” 


Roll 

“D.  D.”— “Al” 

“Toad”— “Wese”— “Gay” 
“Toodles” — “Snake” — “Jim” 
“Frisco” — “Indiana” — “Gertie” 
“Ginger”— “Anne”— “Mill”— “Jerry” 
“Tyge”— “Darby”— “Chink”— “Dimps” 


m\m 


uvjm 


'ifi’shlji 

I'lliilisi 


ifi  1 1*11  i i i i 
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Dramatic  Club 


Dramatic  Club 


Officers 

Dorothy  Jameson 

Minnie  Peirce 

Elizabeth  Matheney 


President 

Vice-President 

Secretary  and  Treasurer 


Members 


Minnie  Cannaday 
Beveridge  Roberts 
Sena  Thompson 
Gertrude  Jennings 
Mamie  Russell 
Aline  Stuart 
Nannette  Livingston 
Alice  Lowman 
Daisy  Nelson 


Lillian  Pack 
Anna  Allison 
Marshall  Runion 
Ernest  Lewey 
Gerard  Southern 
William  Bones 
Henry  Foglesong 
Robert  Bunts 
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U.  S.  Club 


Color:  Rainbow  Flower : Star 

Aim:  “To  scatter  sunshine” 


Lover 

Romper 

Speaker 

Leader 


Ordained  Members 

Joker 

Singer 

Eater 

Grinder 


Giggler 

Fiddler 

Hiker 

Dancer 


Bachelors’  Club 

Motto — Love  many,  hate  none;  stay  single,  and  have  your  fun. 
We  have  no  officers,  for  our  object  is  to  “dodge  the  officers.” 
Wanted — Not  a damn  thing. 

Members 

Carl  Bunts  Howard  C.  Gilmer 

Robert  Bunts  (Honorary) 

Clarence  Painter  Roby  Sutherland 


#»##»*#««««#»««»«»*##»#»»» 


Bet  you  can’t  guess  who  we  are? 

C . — B . — B. — W. — G. — R.— 

One,  two,  three,  four, 

Four,  two,  one,  three — 

Who  are  we?  Who  are  we?  Who  are  we? 

Meeting  Place — Spreading  chestnut  tree. 

Colors-—  Black  and  White. 

Symbol — Raw  head  and  bloody  bones. 


C.  B.  B.  W.  G.  R. 


Yell 


Members 


C — utie 
B— addie 
B — lackie 


W — iggie 
G — ranny 
R — eddie 
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Oriole  Staff 
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ORIOLE  STAFF 


Editor-in-Chief 
Beveridge  Roberts 

Assistant  Editor 
Ernest  Lewey 

Business  Manager  Assistant  Business  Manager 


Gerard  Southen 

Minnie  Peirce 

Literary  Editors 
Nannette  Livingston 

Daisy  Nelson 

William  Bones 

A thletic  Editors 

Henry  Foglesong 

Joke  Editors 

Minnie  Cannaday 

Robert  Bunts 

Alice  Lowman 

Dorothy  Jameson 

Club  Editors 

Lillian  Pack 

Art  Editors 

Marshall  Runion  Mamie  Russell  Gertrude  Jennings 

Ad  Editors 

Aline  Stuart  Anna  Allison 

Elizabeth  Matheney  Sena  Thompson 
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ALL  A MISTAKE 

HIGH  SCHOOL  AUDITORIUM 
Pulaski — Thursday  Night,  December  7 
Dublin — Tuesday  Night,  December  19 

8.00  O’CLOCK 

CAST 

(In  order  of  their  appearance) 

Nellie  Richmond,  George  s bride Beveridge  Roberts 

George  Richmond,  Captain  s nephew.  . . .Howard  C.  Gilmer,  Jr. 

Nellie  Huntington,  family  friend Dorothy  Jameson 

Nell  McIntyre,  servant Nannette  Livingston 

Captain  Obadiah  Skinner,  retired  sea  captain Robert  Bunts 

Cornelia  (Nell)  Skinner,  Captains  sister.  . Elizabeth  Matheney 

Ferdinand  Lighthead,  a neighbor Roby  Sutherland 

Richard  Hamilton,  a country  gentleman Gerard  Southern 

Place — Oak  Farm,  West  Chester. 

Act  I.  Garden  at  Oak  Farm. 

Act  II.  Living  room  at  Captain  Skinner’s. 

Act  III.  Same  as  Act  II. 

Notice — Production  of  this  play  is  free  to  amateurs,  but  the 
sole  professional  rights  are  reserved  by  the  publishers. 

Stage  properties  furnished  by  M.  W.  Stevens  Estate. 


THE  DEAR  BOY  GRADUATES 

Farce  Comedy  in  Four  Acts 
Presented  by  Senior  Class  of  1923 

HIGH  SCHOOL  AUDITORIUM 
May  21,  1923 

CHARACTERS 

Clyde  Walker,  the  Dear  Boy,  President  of  the  Class,  William  Bones 
Genevieve  Walker,  his  Elder  Sister,  an  Alumnus  who  knows 

it  all Minnie  Cannaday 

Mamie  Walker,  his  Little  Sister,  who  has  hopes . Beveridge  Roberts 
Caroline  Walker,  his  Mother,  who  adores  her  boy.  .Aline  Stuart 
Grandma  Walker,  his  Grandmother,  who  has  ideas  of  her  own 

Alice  Lowman 

Mrs.  Mary  Milton,  one  of  his  Aunts,  on  his  Mother's  side 

Daisy  Nelson 

Helen  Milton,  his  Country  Cousin,  who  has  plenty  of  “go”  in 

her Minnie  Peirce 

Mrs.  Martha  Westfield,  his  fashionable  Aunt, on  his  Father's 

side Dorothy  Jameson 

Leona  Westfield,  his  City  Cousin,  who  has  a good  opinion  of 

of  her  own  charms Anna  Allison 

Bessie  Moore,  his  Best  Girl,  who  enjoys  the  fun . . . .Sena  Thompson 
Jerusha  Walker,  his  Old-Maid  Aunt,  who  has  a mission 

Elizabeth  Matheney 

Tom  Leonard,  Dick  Reed,  Harry  Duff,  his  Chums 

Marshall  Runion,  Henry  Foglesong,  Gerard  Southern 


Prof.  Whitney  Jones,  his  Athletic  Coach Robert  Bunts 

Prof.  Hudson,  the  High  School  Principal Ernest  Lewey 


Time  of  Playing:  About  two  hours. 

Stage  properties  furnished  by  M.  W.  Stevens  Estate. 


Hfofeea 


Mr.  Eckman  (in  Physics 
class) — Henry,  what  did  we 
learn  in  last  year’s  Science  class 
about  Boyle’s  law? 

Henry  Foglesong  (who  came 
from  Ceres,  Va.) — I don’t  know; 
I wasn’t  here  last  year. 

•t> 

Billy  Cheves  (running  to  his 
mother  with  a dead  chicken) — 
Oh,  mother,  look  at  the  goitre 

on  this  chicken’s  neck. 

* * * 

Miss  Finks — Where  is  Gerard? 

Ernest  Lewey-  He  has  gone 
to  Marion. 

* * * 

Miss  Thomas — W here  is 
everybody? 

Billy  Bones — Here  I am. 

* * * 

Mr.  Draper — I was  at  Lake 
Side  today. 

Mary — What  did  it  look  like? 

Mr.  Draper  It  looked  rather 
aquatic. 

Mary — It  didn’t  have  any 

water  in  it,  did  it? 

* * * 

Hap  Sizer  (looking  for  some 
small  weights  in  Physics  lab.) 
— Has  anybody  seen  any  young 
weights? 

* * * 

Hamlet — To  die — to  sleep — 
to  sleep,  perchance  to  dream — 
ay,  there’s  the  rub. 

Beveridge  Roberts — To  die — 
to  sleep — to  sleep,  perchance  to 
snore. 


“There  are  Don  Juans  and  Beau 
Brummels, 

Spoken  of  in  softest  tones— 
But  the  one  that’s  mentioned 
these  days 

Is  the  one  they  call  Beau 
Jones. 

And  if  you’re  seeking  informa- 
tion 

About  this  gay  Beau  Jones 
Why,  change  the  letters  just  a 
trifle 

And,  behold!  he  is  Joe  Bones. 
* * * 

Miss  Chaffin — Well,  Dean, 
how  many  algebra  examples  did 
you  get  right? 

Dean  Creger — Just  three. 

Miss  Chaffin — Well,  you  cer- 
tainly are  low  down. 

* * * 

Charles  Gatewood — I want 
to  do  something  clean  before  I 
die. 

George  Crowder — Then  take 
a bath. 

>i*  ¥ % 

Bill  Allison — I saw  a house  on 
fire  yesterday  and  I hate  the 
sight  of  fire. 

Alton  Duncan — You’d  better 
get  used  to  fire,  now. 

* * * 

Alyne  Hurd  has  the  reputa- 
tion of  throwing  kisses  like 
stringing  chewing  gum. 

* * * 

Ernest  Dalton  stole  a kiss 
from  Anna  Allison  and  tried  to 
put  it  back. 


GREAT  TRUTHS 

“They  satisfy”— A’s. 

“So  easy  to  make”-  D’s. 

“Stops  pain  instantly” — Bell 
at  the  end  of  class  periods. 

“The  girl  you  can’t  forget” 

The  one  who  got  you  kept  in. 

“The  greatest  American  an- 
nual”— The  Oriole. 

Anna  Smith  has  the  habit  so 
bad  that  she  stands  up  and 
shimmies  for  half  an  hour  be- 
fore a bottle  with  the  label  on 
it,  “Shake  well  before  using.” 
* * * 

Mr.  Brugh,  talking  to  Ernest 
Lewey’s  father — What’s  your 
little  boy’s  name? 

Mr.  Lewey — Ernest  Hallowed 
Lewey. 

Mr.  Brugh — But  where  did 
you  ever  get  Hallowed? 

Mr.  Lewey — Why,  the  Bible 
says  “Hallowed  be  thy  name.” 
* * * 

Three  words  that  describe  a 
man’s  1 i f e — hatched-  -matched 
— dispatched. 

Sara  Edmonds  (to  waiter  at 
a restaurant) — Dinner  for  one, 
please. 

Waiter — Madam,  we  do  not 
fill  silos. 

't* 

Gertrude  Jennings  says 
“Where  there’s  a will  there’s 
a way.” 

* * * 

Lillian  Pack  wants  to  know 
how  the  sun  can  rise  if  it  never 
moves.  * * * 

Ernest  Lewey — Gerard,  where 
is  Christmas  Island? 

Gerard  Southern — That  i s 
where  Santa  Claus  lives. 


MODERN  SONNET 
When  she  stood  up  for  to 
shimmy 

Her  shake  was  so  complete 
Cleopatra  would  have  had  to 
wiggle 

If  she  would  Margaret  Dyer 
beat. 

* * * 

At  Harris’  soda  fountain. 

Mr.  Harris — Something  for 
you? 

Carl  Bunts — Yes,  I’d  like 
to  get  a glass  of  exit  that  you 
are  advertising  in  Dalton 
Theatre. 

* * * 

Why  is  it  that  we — 

Cry  over  the  movies? 

Say  that  Jonah  swallowed  the 
whale? 

Spell  separate  “seperate?” 

Get  nervous  over  exams  and 
pass  ’em. 

Don’t  get  nervous  over  exams 
and  flunk  ’em? 

Argue  about  the  League  of 
Nations? 

Forget  that  we  were  ever 
Freshmen? 

Write  such  nonsense  as  this? 
* * * 

Martha  Derrick  says  that 
Mr.  Eckman  called  on  her  five 
times  in  the  past  week,  and  to- 
day popped  her  the  question,  to 
which  she  answered  “Yes.” 
Oh,  la,  la!  But  don’t  worry — • 

it  was  only  in  French  class. 

* * * 

Roby  Sutherland  is  calling 
on  Lena  Bones  and  Carl  Bunts 
is  hovering  in  the  foreground 
of  the  living  room. 

Lena  (to  Roby) — Well,  I see 
that  you  have  arrived. 

Roby  (glancing  at  Carl) — I 
should  say  I have  arrival. 


Margaret  Brewer  (talking  to 
Virginia  Roberts) — I heard  that 
Opal  Grantham  went  visiting 
during  the  holidays  but  didn’t 
have  a very  good  time. 

Virginia  R. — But  why  not? 
Where  did  she  go? 

M.  B.  (answering  both  ques- 
tions)— Wurno  (were  no)  people 
there. 

* * * 

Some  students  heard  Miss 
Thomas  express  a wish  for  a good 
picture  of  Thomas  Jefferson. 
Now  she  is  deluged  with  1-cent 
postcards.  (Look  on  ’em  your- 
self, if  you  don’t  believe  it.) 

Mr.  Eckman — Now,  Mamie, 
can  you  describe  the  earth’s 
atmosphere? 

Mamie — No,  sir,  it’s  too 
dense. 

*(* 

Mr.  Farthing  (to  Anna  Alli- 
son)— Miss  Allison,  do  you  like 
your  pictures? 

Anna — No,  for  they  are  not 
near  so  pretty  as  I am. 

* * * 

Margaret  Dyer — Don’t  you 
think  Mr.  Fred  Seagle  has  a 
grave  expression? 

Kathryn  Snapp — Sure,  isn’t 
that  the  proper  kind  for  an 
undertaker  to  have? 

* * * 

Beveridge  Roberts — Class, 

you  must  have  your  pictures 
taken  right  away. 

Billy  Bones  (reminding  some- 
one)-— 

Words  of  Beveridge — 

All  remind  us 

We  must  have  our  pictures  took 
And  departing  leave  behind  us 
Just  exactly  how  we  look. 


Aline,  talking  to  Daisy — Did 
you  see  the  Marionette  show? 

Daisy — Yes,  you  were  in  it 
were  you  not? 

(Aline  must  be  some  doll 
baby.) 

* * * 

Mamie  (wondering  if  Nannette 
is  star  gazing) — Nannette,  what 
do  you  see? 

Nannette — I was  just  looking 
at  Gi. 

* * * 

Alice  Lowman  That’s  too 
bad  so  few  Seniors  are  going 
to  the  banquet. 

Sena  Thompson — Oh,  I don’t 

care,  I’ll  get  more  to  eat. 

* * * 

Sena  Thompson — Mr.  Far- 
thing says  you  shouldn’t  pow- 
der your  face  when  you  have  you 
picture  made. 

Elizabeth  M. — Why,  Sena, 

what  effect  does  it  have? 

* =1=  * 

Ansell  D. — Say,  Sprake,  don’t 
you  know  I saw  a green  snake 
yesterday? 

Otis  S. — Ugh!  Good  thing 

it  wasn’t  a ripe  one. 

* * * 

Miss  Thomas — Billy,  what 
is  your  ambition? 

Billy— To  be  a governor. 

Miss  Thomas — And,  Bever- 
idge, what  is  yours? 

B.  Roberts — To  be  a gover- 
nor’s wife. 

* * * 

Billy  Bones-  Miss  Thomas, 
how  old  do  you  have  to  be  be- 
fore you  can  be  President? 

Miss  Thomas — Thirty-five 
years,  Billy. 

Daisy  Nelson — I’m  going 

home  and  tell  my  daddy  he  can 
be  president. 


Miss  Thomas  (keeping  study 
period) — Now,  I want  to  see 
everybody  concentrating  this 
period.  (Pupils  began  to  sniff 
behind  their  handkerchiefs.) 

M iss  Thomas-  -Concentrating 
doesn’t  mean  crying. 

•k 

Howard  Gilmer — Mama  says 
I can’t  dance  on  Sunday. 

Mary  Draper — I say  that  you 

can’t  dance  on  week  days  either. 

* * * 

CHINESE  VERSION  OF 
TEACHER 
Teachee,  teachee, 

All  day  teachee, 

Nigh  tee  markee  papers. 
Never  sleepe, 

No  one  kissee, 

No  one  huggee, 

Poor  old  maidee, 

No  one  lovee. 

* * * 

Minnie  Peirce  (in  prayer) — 
Dear  Lord,  I ask  nothing  for 
myself  but  please  send  my 

mother  a son-in-law. 

* * * 

Ernest  Lewev— Say,  Gerard, 
what  do  you  call  a man  who 
drives  a car? 

Gerard  Southern-  -It  depends 
on  how  near  he  comes  to  hitting 
me. 

* * * 

Miss  Thomas — If  the  presi- 
dent and  vice-president  and  all 
the  cabinet  officers  were  to  die, 
who  would  officiate? 

John  Crowder  -The  under- 
taker. 

* * * 

Daisy  Lou  Matheney  (who 
was  taking  a new  girl  to  church) 
— Are  you  a Christian? 

Nell  Lowman  -No,  I’m  a 
Freshman. 


Maxine  Umberger—  I cer- 
tainly do  like  Anne  of  Green 
Gables. 

Louise  Dudley—  Where  does 
she  live? 

4*  *k 

Miss  Finks  The  man  who 
wrote  Silas  Marner  was  a lady. 

•k  *k  *k 

Evelyn  Worley — You  look 
like  a baby  elephant. 

Frank  Jackson — Yes,  and  you 
would  make  a good  giraffe  if 
your  neck  was  as  long  as  your 
tongue. 

•k  *k  *k 

Beveridge  Roberts  W hat 
does  “Je  vous  aime”  mean? 

Ernest  Lewey — -I  love  you. 

B.  R.  (blushing) — This  is  so 
sudden. 

* * * 

Gertrude  Jennings  -No  boy 
can  kiss  me  by  force. 

Dorothy  Jameson  -No,  you 
are  always  willing. 

* * * 

Rhoda  Neal  Sheppard — Por- 
ter Wisler  drives  his  Gardner 
with  grace. 

Pauline  Bopp — Every  time  I 
have  seen  him  he  was  driving 
with  Louise. 

•k  >k  H* 

Gerard  Southern  Marion, 
what  would  you  do  if  I’d  kiss 
you  on  your  forehead? 

Marion  Why,  I’d  call  you 
down . 

* * * 

MODERN  GEOMETRY 

Given:  I love  you. 

To  Prove:  You  love  me. 

Proof:  I love  you  I am  a 

lover — all  the  world  loves  a 
lover  you  are  all  the  world  to 
me.  You  love  me.  Q.  E.  D. 


Hap  Sizer — Was  Robinson 
Crusoe  an  acrobat? 

Miss  Finks — I don’t  think 
so,  why? 

Hap — It  says  here  that  he 
sat  on  his  chest  and  read  by  the 
light  of  a candle. 

H* 

Miss  Watts — I watched  a 
groundhog’s  hole  all  day  last 
year  and  he  didn’t  come  out. 

Gerard  Southern — I don’t 
blame  him. 

* * * 

Mr.  Eckman — What  do  you 
want,  Carl? 

Carl  Bunts-  I want  Vir- 
ginia’s Attitude  Toward  Slavery. 

Mr.  Eckman — She  is  not  here 
—I  think  she’s  in  the  Sophomore 
room,  though. 


Mr.  Brugh  This  is  an  old, 
old  constitution  why  it  must 
have  been  made  when  Miss 
Thomas  was  a little  girl. 

H* 

Miss  Chaffin  (in  Geometry 
class) — Aline,  what  a pretty 
figure  you  have. 

* * * 

Clarence  Miller-  Don’t  you 
think  Isabelle  Miller  is  the  belle 
of  P.  H.  S. 

Marion  Thomas — Yes,  the 
dumb-bell. 

H* 

FOOD  FOR  ANGELS 

Daisy  made  an  angel  cake  for 
her  darling  Henry’s  sake; 
Henry  ate  it,  every  crumb. 
Then  he  heard  an  angel’s  drum 
Calling  softly,  Henry,  come. 

P.  S.- — Red  went. 


Who’s  Who 


Martha  Derrick. 

Most  Popular 

. ..  . Ernest  Lewey 

Isabel  Miller.  . . . 

Best  Looking 

. Gerard  Southern 

Anna  Allison . . . . 

Biggest  Vamps 

Roby  Sutherland 

Lena  Bones 

Best  Athletes 

William  Allison 

Martha  Derrick 

Most  Studious 

Ernest  Lewey 

Alyne  Hurd 

Wittiest 

Robert  Bunts 

Alice  Lowman 

Cleverest 

Robert  Bunts 

Virginia  Snider 

Most  Attractive 

Roby  Sutherland 

Best  All  Around  Seniors 

Minnie  Peirce 

Beveridge  Roberts 

Ernest  Lewey 

Alyne  Hurd 

Jolliest  Juniors 

John  Cox 

Most  Sophisticated  Sophomores 
Daisy  Lou  Matheney  Theodore  Hall 


Freshest  Freshies 
Evelyn  Worley  Wyatt  Porter 


John  Crowder 


Who  is  Whose 


Gertrude  Jennings 

Daisy  Nelson 

Beveridge  Roberts 

Minnie  Peirce 

Aline  Stuart 

Marion  Thomas 

Mamie  Russell 

Minnie  Cannaday 

Anne  Allison 

Elizabeth  Matheney 

Sena  Thompson 

Margaret  Dalton 

Louise  Dudley 

Sarah  Edmunds 

Isabelle  Miller 

Lena  Bones 

“Twinsey  Lins” 

Alyne  Hurd 

Louise  Strauss 

Helen  Morris 

Anna  Smith 

Mary  Fitzhugh 

D.  D.  Draper 

Evelyn  Worley 

Margaret  Dyer 

Selma  Quesenberry 

Virginia  Snyder 

“Runt”  Jordan 

* * * 


Billy  Bones 

Henry  Foglesong 

Bob  Calfee 

. . .Albert  Kirkner 

Warren  Ellis 

.Gerard  Southern 
Delmas  Gallimore 
. . . . Ernest  Lewey 
Marshall  Runion 
. . .Theodore  Hall 

Bill  Allison 

Billy  Cheves 

....  Porter  Wisler 

“Hap”  Sizer 

Joe  Bones 

Carl  Bunts 

. . “Squirt”  Gilmer 

“Saddler” 

Ed  Carrico 

. . .Robert  Runion 
. . Alton  Duncan 
Bighead  Thomas 
.Clarence  Painter 
. . . Wyatt  Porter 
. . . Dewey  Dalton 
. . . John  Crowder 
. . . .Junior  Lyon 
“Gi”  Bunts 


We  hereby  wish  to  make 
known  unto  the  public  in  general, 
the  public  in  particular,  and  the 
public  in  specific  that  the  above 
is  correct  to  the  best  of  our 
knowledge  and  that  all  rights 
to  us  it  are  reserved  to  The 
Oriole. 

Robert  Bunts, ’23, 
Gerard  Southern,  ’23, 

A uthors  and  Owners. 

Ernest  Lewey,  N.  P. 


CENSUS  OF  P.  H.  S. 


Total  number  boys  in  school 58 

Total  number  girls  in  school 87 

Total  number  boys  that  smoke 17 

Total  number  that  preach  against  it 1 

Total  number  that  can  dance 6 

Total  number  that  think  they  can 142 

Total  number  that  are  good  looking 10 

Total  number  that  think  they  are 145 

Total  number  of  lady  killers 1 

Total  number  that  think  they  are  lady  killers 37 

Total  number  of  vamps 5 

Total  number  that  think  they  are  vamps 87 

Total  number  that  eat  candy 145 

Total  number  that  buy  candy 9 

Total  number  that  expect  to  become  famous 145 

Total  number  of  girls  with  cootie  garages 69 

(Rest  have  bobbed  hair) 

Total  number  couples  who  claim  to  be  in  love 1 3-g- 

Total  number  who  are  in  love 4 

Total  number  that  think  this  is  rotten 143 

Total  number  that  think  this  is  fine 2 

Robert  Bunts,  ’23. 

Gerard  Southern,  ’23. 
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Another  Spartan  Maid 

The  Graphic  says  a little  Kinsley 
girl  was  told  that  polite  people  did  not 
talk  about  their  ailments  in  company, 
or  outside  the  family.  So  when  a 
visitor  asked  her  if  she  was  well,  she 
said,  “Well,  in  the  family  I have  the 
stomach  ache,  but  in  company  I am 
quite  well,  thank  you.” 

— Kansas  City  Star. 

* * * 

Weighty 

First-Class  Scout — Time  hangs 
heavy  on  my  hands. 

Tenderfoot — How  is  that? 

First-Class  Scout — Look  at  the  big 
wrist-watch  I have  on. — Boy’s  Life. 

* * * 

Quite  Another  Matter 

Irate  Papa — No,  sir.  My  daughter 
can  never  be  yours. 

Bright  Suitor — Quite  right,  sir.  She 
can  not  possibly  be  my  daughter.  I 
only  wanted  her  to  be  my  wife. 

— Colorado  Dodo. 


His  Appellation 

A kindly  old  soul  asked  the  seven 
children  of  an  acquaintance  to  tea. 
The  youngsters’  ages  ranged  from  three 
years  to  fourteen.  As  they  streamed 
into  her  drawing-room,  her  brain 
reeled  and  their  Christian  names  fail- 
ed her. 

“And  which  one  are  you,  dear?” 
she  asked  a solemn  boy  of  seven 
helplessly. 

"Me?”  said  he,  importantly.  “I'm 
the  one  with  the  spectacles.” — Tit-Bits. 


Safety 

“Why,”  asks  a Missouri  paper, 
“does  Missouri  stand  at  the  head  in 
raising  mules?” 

“Because,”  said  another  paper, 
“that’s  the  only  safe  place  to  stand.” 
—Exchange. 

* * * 

“Hello,  old  top.  New  car?”  “No! 
Old  car,  new  top.” — Lafayette  Lyre. 
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PRICE  HARDWARE  COJNC 


WHOLESALE  HARDWARE  AND  MILL  SUPPLIES 


D.  & M.  SPORTING  GOODS 
FOOTBALLS  AND  UNIFORMS 
BASEBALL  SUPPLIES 
D.  & M.  HIGH  SCHOOL  SWEATERS 
TENNIS  RACKETS 
KELLY-SPRINGFIELD  TIRES 
ELECTRIC  RANGES 


Phone  35 


Pulaski,  Virginia 


Harris’  Pharmacy 

DRUGS  and  PRESCRIPTIONS 


Dalton  Building 
Phone  601 


The  Southwest  Times 

Is  always  interested  in 
school  matters  and  in  the 
young  men  who  receive 
their  training  in  Pulaski 
schools 


L.  A.  EMMART 
Millinery 

UPON  INVESTIGATION  YOU  WILL  ACKNOWLEDGE 
THAT  MY  MILLINERY  GOODS  WILL  HAVE  FIRST 
PLACE  IN  YOUR  CONSIDERATION.  PERFECTION  IN 
EVERY  DETAIL. 


An  Optimistc  Author 

‘‘Don't  you  find  writing  a thankless 
job?” 

‘‘On  the  contrary,  everything  I 
write  is  returned  to  me  with  thanks.” 
— Exchange. 

* * * 

Some  Fish 

Young  Lady  (on  first  visit  to  West- 
ern ranch).  For  what  purpose  do  you 
use  that  coil  of  line  on  your  saddle? 

Cowpuncher — That  line,  you  call  it, 
lady,  we  use  for  catching  cattle  and 
horses. 

Young  Lady — Oh,  indeed!  Now, 
may  I ask  you,  what  do  you  use  for 
bait? — Los  Angeles  Times. 

* * * 

Intensive  Gardening 

‘‘Do  you  believe  in  intensive  gar- 
dening, Mrs.  Hoerake?”  asked  the  vis- 
itor. 

“Well,  rather,”  said  Mrs.  Hoerake. 
“I  spent  all  last  winter  raising  one  ge- 
ranium in  a soap  box.” — Harper's 
Weekly. 


Dickens  in  Bronze 

She  is  an  old  negro  mammy  and  has 
been  in  the  employ  of  Mr.  Blank  for 
many  years.  Yesterday  she  was  dust- 
ing and  when  she  came  to  a bronze 
bust  of  Charles  Dickens  she  stopped  and 
inquired: 

“Mistah  Blank,  who  am  dis  here  gen- 
man?” 

“That  is  Charles  Dickens,  aunty,  the 
noted  author,”  replied  Mr.  Blank. 

“Am  dat  him?”  Old  aunty’s  eyes 
shone  with  delight.  “I’se  done  hyear 
a lot  about  dat  Dickens.  'Deed, 
Mistah  Blank,  I’se  done  hyear  so  much 
about  him  I alius  thought  he  was  a 
white  gen’man.” — New  Orleans  Times- 
Picayune. 

* * * 

Page  Diogenes 

“If  1 lend  you  ten  dollars,  what  se- 
curity can  you  give  me?” 

“The  word  of  an  honest  man.” 

“All  right,  bring  him  along,  and  I’ll 
see  what  I can  do  for  you.” — Banther. 
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Made  a Mess  of  It 

The  Young  Brother  (addressing  an 
elderly  visitor) — Pa  says  you're  a 
self-made  man. 

Visitor — Quite  so,  my  boy,  and  very 
proud  of  it  I am. 

A pause.  Then — Aren’t  you  a bit 
sorry  you  didn’t  get  some  one  to  help 
you? — Exchange. 

* * * 

Popular  Books 

“What  is  your  favorite  book?”  asks 
the  humorist  of  the  Kansas  City  Star. 

‘‘My  bank  book,”  was  the  reply; 
“but  even  that  is  lacking  in  interest 
these  days.” 

* * * 

Something  New 

Sandy — I want  tae  buy  a necktie. 

Clerk  (showing  some  fashionable 
specimens) — Here  is  a tie  that  is  very 
much  worn. 

Sandy — I dinna  want  ane  that’s  very 
muckle  worn;  I’ve  plenty  o’  them  at 
home. — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 


His  Secret  Terror 

A gentleman  was  negotiating  with  a 
horse  dealer.  “I  am  not  so  particular 
about  speed,”  he  said,  “but  I must  have 
a gentle  horse  for  my  wife  to  ride.  Will 
you  guarantee  this  horse  to  be  safe?” 

“Certainly,”  said  the  dealer.  “He’s 
a regular  lady’s  horse.” 

“You  are  sure  he’s  not  afraid  of  any- 
thing?” asked  the  gentleman  anxiously. 

Whereupon  the  dealer  assumed  an 
air  of  reflection.  “Well,  there  is  one 
thing  that  he  has  always  appeared  to 
be  afraid  of,”  he  admitted  conscien- 
tiously. “It  seems  as  if  he’s  scared  to 
death  for  fear  some  one  might  say, 
‘Whoa!’ and  he  not  hear  it.” — Youth’s 
Companion. 

* * * 

Cause  and  Effect 

“Doctor,  my  brother  stepped  into  a 
hole  and  wrenched  his  knee,  and  now 
he  limps.  What  would  you  do  in  a 
case  like  that?” 

“I’m  afraid  I should  limp  too!” 

- — The  Christian  Herald. 


GOOD  MOTION  PICTURES  ARE  BOTH  ENTERTAINING 
AND  EDUCATIONAL 


IT  IS  OUR  DESIRE  AND  AIM  TO  SHOW 
THE  BEST  OBTAINABLE 


DALTON  THEATRE 


Dissipated  Creature 

Passenger — I say,  driver,  what  is 
the  average  life  of  a locomotive? 

Driver — Oh,  about  thirty  years, 

sir. 

Passenger — I should  think  such  a 
tough-looking  thing  would  last  longer 
than  that. 

Driver — Well,  perhaps  it  would,  sir, 
if  it  didn’t  smoke  so  much. — Congre- 
gationalist. 

* * * 

Gentle  Hint 

“Physical  culture,  father,  is  perfect- 
ly lovely!”  exclaimed  an  enthusiastic 
young  miss  just  home  from  college. 
“Look!  To  develop  the  arms  f grasp 
this  rod  in  both  hands  and  move  it 
slowly  from  right  to  left.” 

“Well,  well,”  replied  dad  admiringly, 
“what  won’t  science  discover  next? 
Why,  if  that  rod  had  straw  on  the  other 
end,  you’d  be  sweeping.” — American 
Legion  Weekly. 


Precisely 

A little  girl  in  southern  California 
was  having  her  first  glimpse  of  snow. 
“Oh,  mother,  what  is  it— what  is  it?” 
she  shouted  excitedly. 

“Why,  that  is  snow,  Peggy.  What 
ever  did  you  think  it  was?” 

“Snow!  Why,  it  looks  like  popped 
rain!” — Life. 

* * * 

Mixed  Senses 

One  of  the  advantages  of  living  on 
Long  Island  is  that  on  one  side  of  the 
island  you  can  SEE  the  SOUND  and 
on  the  other  HEAR  the  SEA. — New 
York  World. 

* * * 

Friend  in  Need 

Jones — Blessings  on  him!  He  show- 
ed confidence  in  me  when  the  clouds 
were  dark  and  threatening. 

Robinson — In  what  way? 

Jones — He  lent  me  an  umbrella. 

—Exchange. 
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Paul  Knitting  Mills,  Inc. 
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WEAR  LIKE  IRON 


Paul  Knitting  Mills,  Inc. 

PULASKI,  VA.  RADFORD,  VA. 

SHELBY,  N.  C.  SPARTANBURG,  S.  C. 
WHITE  PLAINS,  N.  Y. 
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M.  W.  STEVENS’  ESTATE 


FINE  FURNITURE  AND  RUGS 
EDISON  PHONOGRAPHS 
FUNERAL  DIRECTORS 

PHONE  9-F  PULASKI,  VIRGINIA 


WILLYS-KNIGHT 
OVERLAND  FOUR 
CHEVROLET 

CITY  GARAGE 

PULASKI,  VIRGINIA 


WEST  END  STORE 

GENERAL  MERCHANDISE 
PHONE  232 


Much  Missed 

Muggins — Yes,  I'm  living  out  in  the 
country  now.  It  certainly  has  its 
inconveniences. 

Buggins — What  do  you  miss  most? 
Muggins — The  last  train  home  at 
night. — Duluth  Herald. 

* * * 

The  Ungrammatical  Owl 

By  Frances  C.  Hamlet 

“To  whit,  to  who-oo,”  called  the 
night  owl 

From  his  nook  in  the  old  oak  tree. 
Again  and  again  to  the  silent  wood 
“To  whit,  to  who-oo?”  asked  he. 

A thoughtful  lad  on  his  homeward 
way 

Spoke  up  through  the  evening  gloom: 
“If  you’d  studied  your  grammar,  you 
wise  old  owl, 

You’d  know  you  should  say,  “To 
who-m.” 

■ — Exchange. 


All  in  the  Way  It’s  Spelled 

A new  and  energetic  foreman  arrived 
to  take  over  the  shop,  and  many  of 
the  men  had  not  previously  seen  him, 
says  an  exchange.  During  the  fore- 
noon he  made  a tour  of  the  buildings 
with  the  idea  of  becoming  familiar 
with  the  lay-out,  and  on  reaching 
a small  enclosure  he  came  upon  a 
couple  of  workmen  sitting  down  kill- 
ing time. 

“Hallo,  stranger!”  said  one  cheerily, 
“wot  are  you  doin’  around  here?” 

“I’m  Dodgen,  the  new  foreman,” 
came  the  quick  reply. 

“That’s  all  right,”  laughed  the  cheery 
one.  ‘‘So  are  we.  Come  in  and  join 
us.”  — Exchange. 

* * * 

Wanted — A Soft  Spot 

Freddie — What’s  the  matter,  can’t 
you  skate? 

Eddie  (trying  for  the  first  time) — 
I don’t  know  yet.  I can’t  stand  up 
long  enough  to  find  out. — Exchange. 
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Hawkins-Taylor  Co. 


PULASKI  STUDIO 


THE  MEN  AND  BOYS’  STORE 
EXPERT  SERVICE 


120  Main  Street 


PULASKI,  VIRGINIA 


SEAGLE  BROS. 

THE  FURNITURE  MEN 
FUNERAL  DIRECTORS 
PULASKI,  VIRGINIA 


I.  R.  ALBERT 

Dealer  in 

FRESH  MEAT 
and 

COUNTRY  PRODUCE 


Zum  Do,  Zum  Don’t 

Laughter  was  never  absent  from  the 
trenches  even  during  the  most  terrible 
moments  of  the  war.  The  London 
Daily  News  gives  this  example  of  the 
whimsical  humor  of  Tommy  Atkins: 

British  troops  had  found  that  cer- 
tain captured  German  trenches  were 
full  of  notices  that  read:  Zum  Unter- 

stand,  which,  interpreted,  means  “To 
the  anti-aircraft  shelter.”  The  next 
day  while  the  officer  in  command  was 
inspecting  he  was  astonished  to  ob- 
serve below  each  legend  another, 
like  this:  Zum  Unterstand.  Zum 

Don’t. — Youth's  Companion. 

' * * * 

Her  Strong  Point 

A little  girl  of  five  was  entertaining 
the  callers  while  her  mother  was  get- 
ting ready.  One  of  the  ladies  remarked 
to  the  other  with  a significant  look, 
“Not  so  p-r-e-t-t-y,”  spelling  the  last 
word. 

“No,”  said  the  child  quickly,  “but 
awful  s-m-a-r-t.” — Boston  Transcript. 


The  Lady  Was  Right 

The  lady  who  was  thinking  of  buying 
an  automobile  had  had  the  agent  show 
her  the  carburetor,  the  differential, 
the  transmission  and  everything  she 
thought  seemed  important  about  the 
car.  Then  she  said,  “Now,  are  you 
sure  you’ve  shown  me  all  the  things  I 
ought  to  know  about?”  relates  an  ex- 
change. 

“Why,  yes,  madam,  I think  so,”  re- 
plied the  agent. 

“Well,  then,  where  is  the  deprecia- 
tion? I am  told  that  is  one  of  the  most 
important  things  to  know  about  when 
you  are  getting  a car.” 

* * * 

Buzz 

The  skeeter  is  a bird  of  prey 
Which  flies  about  at  night. 

About  three-eighths  of  him  is  beak, 
And  five-eighths  appetite, 

And  fifteen-eighths  of  him  is  buzz, 
And  nineteen-eighths  is  bite. 

— Exchange. 


THE  PULASKI  NATIONAL  BANK 

PULASKI,  VIRGINIA 

RESOURCES  OVER  A MILLION  DOLLARS 

“.4  Pillar  of  Strength" 

EVERYBODY  IS  INVITED  TO  USE  OUR  BANK.  THE  SAME  CARE  IS 
GIVEN  TO  SMALL  ACCOUNTS  AS  TO  LARGE  ONES— AN  OAK  TREE 
STARTED  FROM  AN  ACORN 


S.  B.  STEGER,  JR. 


Pulaski’s  Best  Tailor  Since  1909 

HOME  OF  STYLEPLUS  CLOTHES 

Cleaning  and  Pressing 
Hat  Renovating 


Seagle’s  Pharmacy 

A DRUG  STORE  OF  WHICH 
EVERY  CITIZEN  IS  PROUD 

Elks  Building 
Phone  31 


Not  in  a Hurry 

An  old  Scotchman,  David  Gordon, 
was  seriously  ill,  with  scant  hope  for 
recovery.  He  had  been  wheedled  into 
a will  by  relatives,  and  these  were  now 
gathered  about  his  beside  watching 
him  laboriously  sign  it.  He  got  as 
far  as  D-A-V-I — then  fell  back  ex- 
hausted. 

“D,  Uncle  David,  D,”  exhorted  a 
nephew. 

“Dee!”  ejaculated  the  old  Scot 
feebly,  but  with  indignation,  “I'll  dee 
when  I’m  ready,  ye  avaricious  wretch!” 
— The  Forest. 

* * * 

His  Consolation 

Motorist — Yes,  it  took  me  about  six 
weeks’  hard  work  to  learn  to  drive  my 
machine. 

Pedestrian — And  what  have  you  for 
your  pains? 

Motorist — Liniment. 

— Pacific  Weekly. 


Rough  Timber 

“Have  they  a family  tree?” 

“Oh,  yes!  To  hear  them  talk  you’d 
think  some  of  its  branches  were  used  as 
timber  in  building  the  Mayflower.” 
— Philadelphia  Evening  Bulletin. 

* * * 

He  Feels  Just  So  So 

First-class — I got  a frightful  stitch 
in  my  side  at  the  rally  the  other  day. 

Second-class — Yes,  that’s  the  worst 
of  being  hemmed  in  by  the  crowd — 
■ — Boy’s  Life. 

* * * 

His  Address 

A man  was  invited  to  speak  at  a local 
gathering,  and  being  nobody  in  par- 
ticular was  placed  last  on  the  list  of 
speakers.  The  audience  was  tired  by 
the  time  the  chairman  rose  and  an- 
nounced, “Mr.  Brown  will  now  give 
us  his  address,”  says  an  exchange. 

“My  address,”  said  Mr.  Brown,  ris- 
ing, “is  55  Rushton  Avenue.  I wish 
you  all  good-night.” 


Hancock  Hardware 
Company 

Headquarters  For 

EVERYTHING  IN  SPORTING 
GOODS 


Well  Dressed 
High  School  Girls  Wear 
DOROTHY  DODD  SHOES 

We  are  Agents  for  this  Famous  Shoe 

ROBERTS  SHOE  CO. 


Phone  18  Pulaski,  Va. 


S.  B.  STEGER 

BETTY  WALES  DRESSES 


Pulaski,  Virginia 


Peoples  Commercial 
Company 

GENERAL  MERCHANDISE 
FRESH  MEATS 


While  Johnny  Sleeps 

When  he  was  a tender  lad  his  father 
opened  for  him  a SAVINGS  ACCOUNT 
His  first  deposit  was  ONE  DOLI.AR; 
but  other  deposits  regularly  followed. 
Johnny  is  now  older;  the  account  is 
growing  as  he  grows,  and  earning  in- 
terest while  he  sleeps.  When  he  is  old 
enough  to  attend  college  he  will  have 
his  money  ready. 

Peoples  National  Bank 

Safety — Security — Service 


Pulaski  Motor  Car 
Company 

LINCOLN  FORD  FORDSON 
GENUINE  REPAIR  PARTS 


Wasting  Energy 

Herbert  had  spent  the  first  four  years 
of  his  life  in  an  apartment  house  where 
pets  were  unknown,  but  he  had  had  ex- 
perience with  motor  cars.  So  when 
he  was  visiting  his  aunt,  and  found 
the  family  cat  dozing  comfortably  in 
the  sunny  window  and  purring  steadily, 
he  cried,  excitedly: 

“Auntie,  come  quick!  This  cat  has 
gone  to  sleep  and  left  his  engine  run- 
ning!”— -Harper’s  Magazine. 


Degrees 

Said  the  friend  to  the  proud  father 
of  a college  graduate  who  had  just  been 
awarded  an  A.  M.  degree: 

“I  suppose  Robert  will  be  looking 
for  a Ph.D.  next?” 

“No,  he  will  be  looking  for  a J.  O.  B.” 
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GREETINGS 

TO 

THE  CLASS  OF  1923 

* He  Profits  Most  Who  Serves  Best" 


jPulagfet 
Notary  Club 


J.  W.  KEISTER  & SON 


PHARMACISTS 

PULASKI,  VIRGINIA  PHONE  1 


BLUE  GRASS 
CREAMERY 

PHONE  285- B PULASKI,  VA. 


Golden  & Company,  Inc. 

COMMISSION  MERCHANTS 
and 

BUTTER  MANUFACTURERS 
T.  M.  Combiths,  Mgr. 
Pulaski,  Va.,  Branch 


PULASKI  INSURANCE  AGENCY 

INSURANCE  OF  ALL  KINDS 
BONDS  AND  REAL  ESTATE 


PULASKI  STEAM  LAUNDRY 

HIGH  GRADE  WORK  MODERN  EQUIPMENT 

PHONE  ONE  TWO  THREE 


W.  MAIN  STREET 


PULASKI,  VIRGINIA 
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